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WRITTEN IN A COTTAGE AT PARK-PLACE, 
THE SEAT OF THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
GENERAL CONWAY. 


By THE REV. MR. Powrs. 


HE works of Art let others praiſe, 
Where Pride her waſte of wealth betrays, 
And Faſhion, independent grown, 
Uſurps her parent Nature's throne, 
Lays all her fair dominions waſte, 
And calls the devaſtation Taſte. 
But I — who ne'er with ſervile awe, 
Give Faſhion's whims the force of law, 
Scorn all the glitter of expence, 
When deſtitute of uſe and ſenſe. 
More pleas'd to fee the wanton rill, 


Which trickles from ſome « eraggy hill 


Free thro? the valley wind its way, 


Than when, immur'd in walls of clay, 
It ſtrives in vain its bonds to break, 


And ſtagnates in a crooked lake. 
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With ſighs I ſee the native oak 
Bow to th' inexorable ſtroke, 
Whilſt an exotic puny race 
Of upftart ſhrubs uſurps its place, 
Which, born beneath a milder fky, 
Shrink at a wintry blaſt, and die. 
I ne'er behold without a ſmile 
The venerable Gothic pile, 
Which in our fathers' wiſer age 


Was ſhelter'd from the tempeſt's rage, 


Stand to the dreary north expos'd, 
Within a Chineſe fence inclos'd. 

For me, each leaden God may reign 
In quiet o'er his old domain. 
Their claim is good by poet's laws, 
And poets muſt ſupport their cauſe. 
But when old Neptune's fiſh- tail'd train 
Of Tritons, haunts an upland plain; 
When Dian ſeems to urge the chace, 
In a ſnug garden's narrow ſpace; 
When Mars, with infult rude, invades 
The virgin Mufes* peaceful ſhades ; 
With lightning arm'd, when angry Jove, 
Scares the poor tenants of the grove, 
I cannot blindly league with thoſe, 
Who thus the poet's creed oppoſe. 
To Nature, in my earlieſt youth, 
I vow'd my conſtancy and truth, 


When in her * HARDWIcEE's ach lov'd ſhade. 
Enamour d of her charms I ſtray'd : 


And as I rov'd the woods among, 


iſe in liſping numbers ſung : 
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Nor will I now reſign my heart, 

A captive to her rival Art. 

Far from the pageant ſcenes of pride, . 

She ſtill my careleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 

Whether by contemplation led, | 

The rich romantic wilds I tread, | 

Where Nature, for her pupil man, 
| 


Has ſketch'd out many a noble plan ; 

Or whether, from yon wood-crown'd brow, 
I view the lovely vale below, 

For when, with more than common care, 
Nature had ſketch'd her landſcape there, 
Her Cox wax caught the fair deſign, * 
And foften'd every harſher line ; | 
In pleaſing lights each object plac'd, 
And heighten's all the piece with Tafte, | 
O Conwar |! * whilſt the pnblic voice 

Applauds our Sov'reign's well-weigh'd choice, 

Fain would my patriot Muſe proclaim 

The Stateſman's and the Soldier's fame ; 

And bind immortal on thy brow, 

The civic crown and laurel bough ; 

But tho? unſkill'd to join the choir, 

Who aptly tune the courtly lyre, 

Tho' with the vaſſals of thy ſtate, 

I never at thy levee wait, 

Yet, be it oft my happier lot, 

To meet thee in this rural cot, 

To ſee thee here thy mind unbend, 

And quit the Stateſman for the Friend, 

Whilſt ſmiles unbought, and void of art, 

Spring genuine from the ſocial heart. 


Gen. Conway was at this time Sseretary of State. 


—- Rn Happy 
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Happy the Muſe, which here retir'd, 
By gratitude like mine inſpir'd, 
Dupe to no party, loves to pay 
To worth like thine, her grateful lay : 
And in no venal verſe commend, 


The man of Taſte and Nature's friend. 


On BEING DESIRED BY Lapy CAMDEN ro 
wRITE VERSES ON BAYHAM ABBY, THE 
SEAT or JohN] PRATT, EsQ. NEAR Tun- 
BRIDGE WELLS. 
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I 
Mud Y 
D ON T you (cries Clio jeering) now, IV 
Wiſh to recall a certain vow, 4 
Which late you raſhly made, v 
When, in a pettiſh mood, you ſwore F 
To leave off rhyming, and no more 
Invoke the muſes aid ? 


II. 
When young, by tender tales of love : 11 
You wiſh'd your Celia's heart to move , 1 
And eager ſnatch'd the lyre, | 
Help me, ſome friendly muſe, you cried J I 
O deign my artleſs hand to guide, 1 T 
My fault'ring voice inſpire. 8 
ITE. 4 
And when you ſtrove in verſe to raiſe F. 
A trophy to your Conwar's praiſe, IT 


His 


7 
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His worth, his taſte expreſſing, 

Again, a ſuppliant to the nine, 

I ſaw you bow before our ſhrine, l 
Your languid pow'rs confeſſing. 


IV. 


But older now and wiſer grown 
Theſe vain connexions you diſown, 
Our dictates you diſclaim, 
You ſcorn the muſes? idle crew, 
You've bid them all a laſt adieu, 
And hate a borrow'd name. 


V 


Yet when in yon ſequeſter'd ſcene, 
With Contemplation's thoughtful mien 
That hallow'd ground you trod, 
Where cloiſter'd monks with zeal inſpir'd, 


Far from the buſy world retir'd, 


To ſolitude and God. 
VI. 


I heard your friends the lays demand, 
Ia you take the pen in hand 


Impatient to comply, 


$I faw you rack your labouring brains, 
3 To form the dull deſcriptive ſtrains, 


Whilſt I ſtood laughing by. 
VII. 


1 Fain would I fing, (perplext you faid) 
The lovely landſcape here diſplay'd, 


Which 
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Which charms each raviſh'd ſenſe, 
The ruin'd abby's roofleſs iles, 
And all the venerable ſpoils 
Of ſunk magnificence, 


VII. 


The verdant lawns, the wood-crown'd hills, 
The limpid lakes, the babbling rills, 
The lulling water. falls, 
The flow'rs which blended odours ſhed, 
The robes of mantling ſpread 
Around the mould'ring walls. 


IX. 
Sweet ſcenes ! by Nature's pencil plann'd, 
Retouch'd by Taſte's judicious hand, 
Without the glare of art; 
Tho' rafbly I've abjur'd the muſe, 
Can ſhe, when ſuch the theme, refuſe 
Her influence to impart.? 


X. 


Deſponding thus did you lament, 
But could you hope I would relent 
And favour your approaches ? 
Nay ceaſe, unjuſtly, (I replied) 
To tax me with contempt and pride, 
And load me with reproaches. 


XI. 


Whene'er I bow'd before your ſhrine, 
You know that every pray'r of mine 


111 
In empty air was loſt; 
I never ſought poetic fame, 
Truth ever was my leading aim, 


Sincerity my boaſt. 


XII. 


But could I hope to gain from you 
Thoſe pow'rs, which mark the choſen few, 
On whom you deign to ſmile ; 


Could I ſuppoſe you would inſpire 
My boſom with a Churchill's fire 
And elevate my ftile ? 


XIII. 


I'd fervently your aid implore, 


I'd ſcribble doggrel rhimes no more, 
| But, emulous of fame, 


Would grateful join a nation's praiſe, 
And decorate th' immortal lays 
With Campin's honour'd name. 


1 [12] 
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| 8m THOMAS II. LS ro Ma. GARRICK, 


On RECEIVING HIS PoRTRAIT, PAINT TD BY 
Mr. DANCE. 


ARRICK I whate'er reſembles thee 
Muſt ever claim regard from me; 
Well pleas'd I view thy counter part, 
And highly praiſe the Painter's art. 
2 Arduous the taſk is, great the merit, 
To repreſent that fire and ſpirit, 
| Thoſe piercing eyes, that ſpeaking face, 
That form, compos'd of eaſe and grace 
All this I feel; —— could feelings do, 
Then I ſhould be a Painter too; 
I ſhould draw GGAaRRiCK, and perchance 
Produce a work, toutrival Dance. 
But GaRRICK, ſure thou needſt not ſend 
A gift of this ſort to thy friend, 
As if that friend requir'd to ſee 
Something to make him think of zhee. 
Whoe'er has ſeen thy wond'rous pow'rs, 
—W hoe'er has ſhar'd thy ſocial hours, 
| Can he, can ſuch a one forget 
Thy native humour, ſterling wit ? 
No Garrick he muſt ſurely find, 
Deeply imprinted on his mind, 
In ſuch warm tints thy form and face, 
No time or diſtance can efface. 


— — — — Bo, 
* 


EPISTLE| 


= [ 23] 

1 1 | VL 

Fo me this infant is unknown 3 

Hut, once a goddeſs I was ſhewn, 

| The picture of his mother 

1 Mer brat had o'er its eyes a band, 

Blue wings, —and arrows in its hand, 
| I ne'er ſaw ſuch another | 

| VII. 

He was, tho' nurs'd in pleaſure's lap, 
Sole cauſe of all my worſt miſhap |! 

A moſt bewitching elf! 

If this with him ſhould correſpond 

In pity—ah, be e'er ſo fond, 
But — keep him to yourſelf ! 
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By SoAMr JENYNS, EsQ. 


ROW N' be the man with laſting praiſe, 
Who firſt contriv'd the Pin 

To looſe mad horſes from the chaiſe, 

And ſave the necks within. 


See how they prance, and bound, and ſkip, 
| And all controul diſdain ! 

They bid defiance to the whip, 
And tear the ſilker rein, 


| Awhile we try if art or ſtrength 
Are able to prevail, 
But hopeleſs when we find at length 


That all our efforts fail. | 
D 2 With 
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With ready foot the ſpring we preſs, 
Out jumps the magic plug, | 
Then, diſengag'd from all diſtreſs, 
We ſet quite ſafe and ſnug, 


The pamper'd ſteeds their freedom gain'd, 
Run off full ſpeed together; 

But, having no plan aſcertain'd, 
They run, they know not whither. 


Boys, who love miſchief, and of courſe 
Enjoying the diſaſter, 

Bawl ſtop em] ſtop 'em ! till they're hoarſe, 
But mean to drive them faſter. 


Each claiming now his nat'ral right, 
Scorns to obey his brother ; 


So they proceed to kick and bite, 
And worry one another. 


Hungry at length, and blind and lame, 
Bleeding at noſe and eyes, 


By ſuff'rings made exceeding tame, 
And by experience wiſe ; 

With bellies full of liberty, 
But void of oats and hay, 


They both ſneak back, their folly ſee, 
And run no more away. 


Let all who view th' inſtructive ſcene, 
And patronize the plan, 

Give thanks to Glos'ter's worthy Dean, 
For TuckER — thou'rt the man. 


VERSES 
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VERSES To MS. CREWE. 


By THE Hon, C. Fox. 


HERE the lovelieſt expreſſion to features is 
join'd, 

By nature's moſt delicate pencil deſign'd; 

Where bluſhes unbidden, and ſmiles without art, 

Speak the ſoftneſs and feeling that dwell in the heart; 

Where in manners, inchanting, no blemiſh we trace, 

But the ſoul keeps the promiſe we had from the face ; 

Sure philoſophy, reaſon, and coldneſs muſt prove, 

Defences unequal to ſhield us from love : 

Then tell me myſterious enchanter, oh tell ! 

By what wonderful art, by what magical ſpell, 
My heart is fo fenc'd that for once I am wiſe, 

And gaze without raptures on Amoret's eyes; 

That my wiſhes, which never were bounded before, 

Are here bounded by friendſhip, and aſk for no more, 
Ist reaſon ? No; that my whole life will belye. 
For who ſo at inn, as reaſon and I ? 

Ist ambition that fills up each chink of my heart, 

Nor allows any ſofter ſenſation a part? 

Oh no ! for in this all the world muſt agree, 
One folly was never ſufficient for me. 

Is my mind on diſtreſs too intenſely employ 'd, 

1 Or by pleaſure relax'd, by variety cloy'd ? 

I or alike in this only, enjoyment and pain, 

Both ſlacken the ſprings of thoſe nerves which they 

| ſtrain. . 

4 hat I've felt each reverſe, that from fortune can flow, 

AT hat I've taſted each bliſs that the happieſt know, 


3 Hag 
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Has ſtill been the whimſical fate of my life, 


8 WIV AT tho' thy plighted faith to one conſign'd 
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Where anguiſh and joy have been ever at ſtrife. 

But tho? vers'd in th' extremes both of pleaſure and 
pain, + 

I am ſtill but too ready to feel them again: 

If then for this once in my life I am free, 

And eſcape from a ſnare might catch wiſer than me; 

'Tis that beauty alone but imperfectly charms, 

For tho' brightneſs may dazzle, *tis kindnefs that 
warms : 

As on ſuns in the winter-with pleaſure we gaze, 

But feel not their warmth, tho? their ſplendor we 
praiſe, 

So beauty our juſt admiration may claim, 

But love, and love only, the heart can enflame, 


On Lapy ****#**#*, ynho vPon THE AUTHOR'S 
PASSING AND LOOKING INTO HER CARRIAGE, 
HELD UP A HAT; WHICH SHE WAS PURCHAS- 
ING, BEFORE HER FACE. 


Forbids the love you raiſe in all mankind ; 
Tho? no ſoft vows preſume to tempt thine ear, 
Nor fervent oriſons, twere fin to hear; 
Tho' no new triumphs touch thy breaft with pride, 
Warm to it's truth, and cold to all befide ; 


Wou'dſt thou alike our eyes and hearts reprove, 
And reprobate our taſte as well as love ? 


— To cloiſter'd walls, or ſhades recluſe retir'd, 
Thou muſt be hidden not to be admir'd. | 
But in the world thy radiant courſe begun, 


To hide thy pow'r were to conceal the ſun : 
= Some 
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Some tranſient moments may eclipſe his rays, 
To ſhine more glorious in a brighter blaze; 
Some glimm' rings {till confeſs th' all-conqu'ring 
lights, 
d And intimate what ſoon muſt joy our ſights. 
While to obſcure that lovely face you try, 
And veil the ſhining beauties of thine eye, 
With vain ſucceſs you ſhield us from their pow'r ; 
3 F}F While hiding them, you but diſcover more. 
Thoſe arms alone our homage wou'd command, 
Or half the nameleſs' graces of thy hand, 
New charms in ev'ry finger are diſplay d, 
And all your purpoſe is at once betray'd. 
If cer we too intemperately gaze, 
"Tis holy rapture all ! *tis pious praiſe ! 
Religion's ſelf the venial fault muſt own 
We covet not what one can claim alone : 
No decalogue we break, nor madly dare 
To ſet our love and piety at war 
The ſtrongeſt but the pureſt flame we boaſt, 
S- And all our crime is in one prayer loſt. 
—Oh ! may thy Lord well know the prize poſleſt, 


And be, by greatly blefling, greatly bleft ! 


it 
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le, O NC E on the way, as fable tells, 
Love, Reputation greeted; 
The firſt, like modern friend, ſeem'd frank, 
The latter, ſhy, retreated. 


1 Sir 


me 
4 


* 
Sir Gravity, ſaid ſprightly Love, 
Shall I my ſcheme unravel? 


Companions rare | yet once for whim, 
Together let us travel. 


Nor is this league with empty views, 
On either ſide, invited ; 

Pert ſlander ſhall in vain aſſay, 

Or you, or me, united, 


Agreed — away flies eager Love, 
His wings outſtripp'd the wind, 

Whilſt Reputation, ſlow of foot, 
Came lagging far behind, 


Love ſtop'd, impatient at his ſtay, 
And cried, if thus [ tarry, 
How many matches ſhall I ſpoil ? 
How many prudes miſcarry ? 


How many vot'ries ſhall I loſe ? 
Yet not my faith to ſully, 

PII teach thee, my dear friend, tho' new, 
To mark my progreſs duely, 


When towns I ſeek a wing I'll plume, 
Your guide to trace me thither ; 
At maſquerades, aſſemblies, balls, 
| You ne'er ſhall miſs a feather. 


Soft | Soft! ſaid Reputation, Child, 

To theſe I rarely come 
So maſter Love, again you're free, 
In random flight, to roam: 


Vet 
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Yet e'er we part, weigh well my words, 
With ſtrict attention mind me; 
Thoſe whom I meet, and me deſert, 
Again ſhall never find me, 


G 1 GC E. 
By David GARRICK, ESQ. 


E beaux eſprits, ſay, what is GRACE ? 
Dwells it in motion, ſhape, or face? 
Or is it all the three combin'd, 


Guided and ſoften'd by the mind ? 
Where it is not, all eyes may ſee; 

But where it is, all hearts agree : 
"Tis there, when eaſy in its ſtate 

The mind is elegantly great ; 

Where looks give ſpeech to ev'ry feature, 
The ſweeteſt eloquence of nature; 

A harmony of thought and motion, 
To which at once we pay devotion. 
But where to find this nonpareil ! 
Where does this female wonder dwell, 
Who can at will our hearts command ? 
——Behold in public--CUMBERLAdSD n 


An EICORAM on THE ALTERATIONS OF DRURY 
Lane TruzATRE, BY Ms. GARRICK AND 


Ms. Apan. 3 
TA the ſtile is ſuperb, ev*ry artiſt muſt own, 
But their fancy who dare diſbelieve ? 
'Tis original genius confefs'd by the town, 
'Tis the genius of ADAM and EvsF, 


E. THOMPSON, 


Mrs. Garrick's name is Evx. 
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Tres DECISION: ox THR AMERICAN Con- 
TROVERSY SETTLED. A TALE. 


Monkey once of ſober life, 
In ſober mood eſpous'd a wife, 
And as a ſober man might do, 
Begot an heir his wealth unto. 
A brat he was of pregnant parts, 
And bred to trade and uſeful arts ; 
Quiet and peaceable enough, 
Unleſs you firſt began to cuff; 
And then he'd fight for fighting ſake, 
No matter whoſe or what the ſtake ; 
And if he got the end he ſought for, 
He'd fling you back the prize you fought for. 
Still, if report ſays true, the lad 
Was dutiful n to dad; 
And let him ev'ry evening mouch, 
Of what he brought home in his pouch: 
They jogg'd on thus for many a year, 
In friendly mood and ſober cheer. 
At length, I know not how 'twas done, 
But ſpouſe produc'd another ſon ; 
A ſhrivel'd ſour fac'd lad he was, 
But tough at heart as Indian graſs ; 
A doll would bow without a joint to't, 
| Sooner than he if he'd no mind to't ; 
In paſtimes took he no delight, 
And ſound of bagpipe ſtun'd him quite: 
Nay, if mamma ſung grace at dinner, 
He ſwore the devil's horn was in her, 


And when her Sunday gown was on, 
Would call her whore of Babylon. 
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In ſhort they led a weary life, 

And ſpent their days in mutual ſtrife. 

At length it was agreed betwixt 'em, 
That Gill ſhould take the cottage next 'em. 
For ſo was nam'd our hopeful blade, 
Now grown of years to ply his trade. 

« Ay, go your ways, quoth Gaffer Pug, 
I hate a face fo ſtarch and ſmug, 

Here's Jack, and I can't take a cup, 

But ſtrait your eyes are goggled up, 

As if our gatriſon was old Gomorrah, 
And you the righteous Lot in't, firrah ; 
Pack up your awls and leave us quiet, 

In good ſtrong beer and Chriſtmas diet: 
We'll throw you now and then a cruſt, 
To help you forward at the firſt, 

And pay your rent a year or two, 

And that is all that we can do; 


There is no danger of your ſtarving, 
You'll live a week on half a farthing. 


Gill trudg'd away, and ſhrugg'd his ſhoulders, 


Glad to be quit of ſuch houſeholders; 
So ſate him down to work in earneſt, 
Buſy as bird in building her neſt ; 

And got within a little while, 
Wherewith to make the kettle boil 

So far was well, and all was quiet, 
And Gill enjoy'd his frugal diet. 

But as he gan to wax in wealth, 

He'd now and then indulge by ſtealth, 
On dainties fare, but yet *twas ſlily, 
For temperance {till he cry'd up highly. 


E 2 
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Now haſhes, grills, and good roaft meat, 
From far his daddy s noſtrils greet z 

Pugg ſnuff d the ſteam, and thought he might 
As well put in a father's right; 

And claim a ſhare. —+ Dear Gill, quoth he, 
I am your father now d'ye ſee, 

*T was [ begot you ſure enough, 

And fill'd your maw, and cloth'd your buſt, 
And taught you a good thriving trade, 

By which your fortune now is made; 

And fo, d'ye fee, tis reaſonable, 

That I ſhould go ſnacks at your table.“ 


% Nay, nay, quoth Gill, I'm not ungrateful, 
PII fend you now and then a plateful, 


And now and then a kegg of beer, | 
For your's runs rather low I hear ; 18 
So, daddy, ſay no more about it, 

I can do well enough without it.“ 

| They parted friends, and all went right, 

And Pug came in for many a bite. 

But G it is the world all over, 8 
With peaſant, prince and philoſopher, 

And ſo it hath been often ſaid, 

By all who could or could not read; 

And will be times a thouſand more, 

And ſtill *twill be as twas before. 

6 That mankind never think they're well; 
Give but an inch they Il take an ell. _—_ 

So was it in the caſe before us, 

»Tis nature's univerſal chorus. 

Jack and his dad began to think, 


Twas pleaſant thus to eat and drink 


At 
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At other's coſt 5 and times growing harder, 


7 Sent every day to brother's larder ; 
Began to pick and chuſe their dinner, 
Till they wax'd fat, and Gill wax'd thinner, 
Ho, ho, quoth Gill, *tis time to ſpeak, ' 
If things go ſo I needs muſt break; 
Methink they ate not over civil, 

To eat and drink and play the devil ; 

Nor ſay ſo much as by your leave,” 


Le. . 


But this we like, and this we'll have. £ 
Nor think worth while to thank one, therefore 
I ſee no reaſon why or wherefore.; 


I hear they lie a bed all day, 

And either drink all night or play 

With half a dozen idle varlets, 
And, I ſuppoſe, as many harlots; 

Yet I, forſooth, muſt entertain 'em, 

The de'il take ſuch, ſay I, and cane em. 
1 «© Pug overheard the youngſter grumble, 

And thought at once his ſpirit to humble. 
“ Here, drink this water-gruel, do, 
Im ſure tis good enough for ou, 
High feeding ſets you on your met 
'Tis time to take you down a little.” 
Gill did not reliſh gryel much, 

And yow'd he would not taſte or touch ; 
So in a paſſion took the drink, 
And threw it flap daſh down the ak. 
Enrag'd, old Pug began to ſtorm, 
And ſwore that Gill ſhbuld pay the harm; 
No ſooner came the word but ſtrait, 
A ſtick was laid acroſs his pate. 


Gill 


I: 4]. 
Gill ſcrateh'd bis head and ftar'd about, 
And rather ſeem'd inclin'd to pout. 
«© How, you-rebellious dog, d'ye grumble ! 
I'll make your guts within you rumble,” 
Then came a blow acroſs his belly, 
Enough to turn it all to jelly. 15 
Quoth Gill, © tis time to turn defendant; 
So wards the ſtick, and ſnatch'd one end on't. 
And now old Pug grew quite outrageous, 
To find that girls were ſo courageous. 
<« Is't ſo; why then P11 burn your hovel, 
Quoth Dad, and ſnatch'd the fire-ſhovel, 
And rak'd up every red-hot cinder, 
To fire the thateh which burn'd like tinder. 
But luckily" the upper floor, | 
Being arm'd with iron plates all o'er, 
A rare invention of this ſame age, 
The cottage took no farther damage. 


Gill hook his ears, but ſtill talk'd bigger, be 


And challeng'd Dad to draw a trigger. 

Now Jack who ſtood as yet ar diſtance, 

Began to run to Dad's „ 

The fight grew hot, and words grew high, 

And forms and ſtools began to fly. 

At length this ſtir about the pottage, 
Drew all their neighbours round the cottage; 

And hearing ſuch a plaguy clatter, -- 
Each would know Tomething of the matter. 

So when all three had told their ſtory, 

| Juſt as we've laid it down before ye; 

Firſt one, then *tother whiſper'd Gill, 
But each apart, and lily ſtill, 
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Left Jack and Pug ſhould overhear, 
And lend them each a lick o'th* ear. 
Encore, encore, Gill, Reynard cries, 
I'll whiſk my tail acroſs their eyes, 
Drencht as it is in mire and urine, 
"Twill make them tingle paſt enduring ; 
And while they're rubbing out the ſmart, 
D'ye ſee, I'll lily take your part.” | 
Next Don Diego whiſper'd gravely, 
« Por los Dios, You ſtand out bravely, 
I'll juft go pocket yonder iſland, 
And then come help by ſea and by land.” 


<< Right worthy friends, quoth laſt Mynheer, 
And whiſper'd each by turns in th” ear, c 
Far be't from me to interfere, 
Between ſuch friends *tis had to chuſe— 
So who pays beſt I can't refuſe.” | 
It chanc'd juſt then old Ralph came by, 
A friend to all the family ; 
So ſtop'd t' enquire what was doing, 
And found *twould end in both their ruin: 
Then having ponder'd well the matter, 
Offer'd himſelf as arbitrator, | 
* Nay, nay, quoth Pug, I fear you'll judge ill, 
I muſt and will maintain the cudgel ; | 
Amn't I his king divino jure; 
And king I will be, I aſſure ye; 85 
For jus regale and paternum, B 
Mean the ſame thing, howe er you turn em“ 
&« Ay, ay, tis true enough, quoth Ralph, 
'Tis fit that you ſhould keep the ſtaff ; 
Y ou are his king jure paterno, 


1 And ſo I'd let the wy cut know.” 8 
« Az 
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« As for your fuſs and jus pateroum, 
Quoth Gill, you &en as well way burn em; 
But for the Kaff you may depend on't, 

If he holds that, I'll hold this end on't.“ 

Quoth Gaffer Greybeard. Right enough, 
A man may ſure defend his buff,” . | 

. Cries Pug, There are ſome folks, I'm told, 
With the ſame breath blow hot and cold ; 
Now you, my friend, ſeem ons of theſe; 

But hear me farther, if you pleaſe. 
Pray who maintain'd this puny blade, 
And brought him up to learn 2 trade, 

Cloath'd him and fed him all the while, 
And travell'd many a Weary mile, 

To fetch him this and that — t'other; 
Pray who but I and Jack his brother ? 
And when to manhood he was grown, 
Took him 2 cottage next our own, 

And paid his rent a year or two, 

Till for himſelf he learn'd to do. 
Nay, run in debt at Sir John Daws' ſuit, 
To help him out once in a lau- ſuit ? 
And think you, is it fit or not, 

My diſh ſhould dip into his pot, 

And now and then his jack and ſpit, 
Should furniſh me a ſavoury bit ? 


« Tis fit and right, quoth Ralph again, 
"2 = ſeedſman ſhould not ſow in vain.” 
1 — bald, queth Gil, bet right or no, 


But do — think it right and 3 
| Than when at dinner 1 am _ 


— - 


"= 
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u. ſhall come in and bounce and hector, 


3 And read my ſervants all a lecture, 
Snatch this and that diſh from the table, 
And toſs them to his curſed rabble, 

A pack of damn d blood-ſucking varlets, 


With all their train of pimps ated harlots : 

For by the bye this Dad and Jack, 

Anon will ſcarce. bave cloaths to their back; 
For what with drinking, gaming, whoring, 


And lying all day long a ſnoring, 
They are already out at elbows, 


And bid fair ſoon to ſee the bilbows. 


Dad it is true begat and bred me, 


And I ſuppoſe like others fed me; 


* 
* 8 
3 


* 
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Gave me my learning, and a trade, 
All which has been long ſince repaid ; 
For I have been his cuſtomer, 


For all my ſtock this many a year ; 


And that PII prove has brought him more, | 
Than half the trade he had before, 


| Howe'er I'm ready to contribute, 


Something to keep them from the gibbet; 


| And willing ſtill as times grow harder; 


To ſend them ſomething from my larder, 
And to keep things from growing worſe, 
To pay my quota from my purſe, 
But to be treated. thus en maitre, 


. 


And leave them to themſelves to cater : 


J will not bear it come what will, 


His ſon, but not his ſlave, is Gill.“ 


Sure, ſure, quoth Ralph, I ſee no reaſon, 


A man ſhou'd go and ſtuff his wheaſon, 


F At 


I But if he lifts it over much, 
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At others coſt, and never ſay, 
So much as by your leave, I pray,” 
At other's table feaſt or ſtarve, ſir, 
None for himſelf has right to carve, fir.” 

4 Quoth Pug and bit his tongue for ſpite, 
He who ſpeaks laſt is always right ; 
I fee with you, ſo friend good-by t'ye, 7 
We're two to one, and fo will fight ye.” 

<« Club logick is not always ſo ſure, 
Reply'd friend Ralph with great compoſure ; - 
Have patience but a moment friends, 
I'll ſee which way th' account perpends 
Then ftrike the ballance without fractions, 
I hope to both your ſatisfactions. 
You ſay, old friend, you'll keep the ftick,” 
« J will, quoth Dad, in ſpite of Nick:“ 
& And, Gill, you'll hold the other end on't,” 


% Ah, that J will, quoth Gill, depend on * 
Here take the club end of the ſtaff, 


Old boy, and keep the better half, 

It is old Dad's prerogative, 

Maintain it therefore while you live. 

And you, Gill, take the leſſer end on't, 
Pil make it good as that depend on't. 
With all your might and main now tye it, 
To the pouch ſtrings that hold your diet ; 
Then if your Dad for wholeſome ends, * 
A little mild correction lens th 
Juſt raps your knuckle tops or ſo, a 1 
Why, take it as a ſon ſhould do. 


© Cloſe as a mouſe- trap ſhuts the pouch; BY 
| a Then 


Thien Dad will ſoon his hold relax, 


1 F. q or till he does, adieu to ſnacks. 

Strait all the three burſt out a laughing, 
1 ond' ring for what they'd call friend Ralph in; 
un all at once cry'd out, = caſe 
3s plain as noſe in Ralpho's face ;” 
Where were your eyes,” nay, where were thine; 
Not where they ſhould be more than mine ;” 
„ But come, let's buſs and all be friends, 
He eirs the leaſt who ſooneſt ends.“ 
1 So ſaying, home they trudg'd to breakfaſt, 


And with them Ralph the — to make faſt; 
3 Their neighbours bit their lips in ſpite, 
1 To find that they got nothing by't, 
Nor ſtay'd to bid their friends good day, 


4 But ſhook their cars and ſlunk away. 


12 
147 
by 
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Heigh ! quoth a critick in the croud, 
« I ſpy a rat in yonder cloud; 
As plain as road is to Dunſtable, 
P11 prove there's treaſon in that fable.“ 
ome here, I'd whiſper you a word, 
My friend, without being overheard, 
Lou ſay my ftory fails in duty, 
III tell you one will better ſuit you. 
Jy Two men were ſitting at their caſe, 
Beneath a ſtately row of trees; 
| Cries one, © behold this cloiſter'd pile, 
It looks like a cathedral ile: 
3 | F 2 How 
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How fine the pointed. arches center, 
Pm ſtruck with awe whene'er I enter,” 
«© You fool, cries t'other, grown quite callous, 
I ſwear *tis much more like a gallows, A 
And could Jack Ketch with ropes our necks fit, 
We here might make a worthy, exit.“ 
He fpeaks, when lo, a ruſhing wind, 
Laid flat a tree that ſtood behind ; 
Cruſh'd by the fall the fool lay dead, 

His ſentence on his conſcious head. 
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A FRAGMENT OF AN EPIC POEM, 
| By Miss A1KIN. f 


SENT BY THAT Lapy To DR. PrIESTLEY, on | 
THE MoRNIiNG SUCCEEDING THE EVENING's 
Loss oF A GAME AT CHEss. 


[Theſe are the VeRsEs which the Monthly Review- 1 
ers ſo juſtly regret were omitted in the publiſhed ; 
collection of Miss Axix's Poems, } \ 


HEN now the boſtile maid refus'd to yield, 
The honours of the well diſputed field ; 

When her firm phalanx, wedg'd in cloſe array, 

Preſs d tow'rds the goal, and turn'd the doubtful day 

The knight deſpair'd by open force to gain 

Victorious lawrels on the chequer'd plain; 

And long revolv'd, within his wily breaſt, 

What friendly power would rid his 4 beſt. 

Diſtreſs'd by doubt, and urg d by deep deſpair, 


At length to Morpheus he addrsſs'd his pray'r; 


A gentle, 


ſhed 6 


Thy moſt rebellious ſubjects then ſhall know, 


le, 
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A gentle, harmleſs, inoffenſive pow'r, 


And neer invok'd in fighting fields before, 
He turn'd, obſervant to the ſetting ſun ; 


? Thrice yawn'd, and his petition thus begun ; 


4 O thou! whoſe equal, mild, and grateful ſway, 
c The wretched welcome, and the great obey, 
<« If e'er, with murmur'd ſpells of magic ſound, 
« T've ſpread thy empire ev'n on holy ground, 
Till drowſy vapours crept from pew to pew, 


4 e Till all the nodding audience bow'd to you, 


And. hung their heads like 0 beneath the 
: dew; 
In conſtant flumbers ſeal thoſe hoſtile eyes, 
And let my troops th' unwary foe ſurpriſe. 
| ' «© My: grateful hand to thee ſhall conſecrate 
* An ample folio of ſtupendous weight. 
* Words of ſuch opiate virtue ſhall compoſe 


Tue ſoporific, ſoft, lothean doſe ; 


7 t No mortal eye-lids ſhall reſiſt the charm, 
No Dutchman's phlegm againſt its influence arm. 


S L Thy pow'r, and to thy leaden ſceptre bow !” 
5 He ſaid, when Morpheus from a cloud deſcends, 


| ; And o'er the female chief his wand extends ; 


Then from her eye the martial ardour fled, 
And every project vaniſh'd from her head. 
She yawns, ſhe nods, no more oferlooks the field, 
In leaden, deep, and death-like ſlumbers ſeal d. 
Now, ſcatter'd wide, her broken ſquadrons. 47 


2 Nobles and pawns in wild diſorder lie. 


Ruin ſucceeds, confuſion, ſhameful flight, 1. 
And her pale troops grew paler with affrightz: _ 
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f While kat hope the. conqu'ring bands verſpread 
With a new fluſh of more enliven'd red. 
At length the queen, the captiv'd queen, is laſt, 
And inſtant fate o'erwhelms the ſcatter'd hoſt. 
So when Ulyſſes, from the Trojan realm, 

Ten weary nights had waken' d at the helm. z, 

Jiuſt as his native ſhore ſalutes. his eyes, 
And Ithaca's blue hills in proſpe& riſe z 
By fleep's, refiſtleſs charms the chief oppreſs d, 
Exhauſted, ſinks to momentary reſt. 

Back. o'er the bounding waves the veſſel flew, 

And tempeſt toſs'd his ſhatter'd bark anew. | 
But Morpheus, ever prone ta raiſe th' oppreſs'd, 
To ſoothe the fad, and ſuccour the diſtreſs d, 
Around the vanquiſh'd maid's inglorious head,. 


= With — his downy pinions ſpread; 


| Plac'd her by rural groves and cryſtal ſtreams, 

| And ſooth'd her fancy with auſpicious dreams. 

Cheer'd with freſh hopes ſhe views the morning light, 
And hurns with ardour to renew the fight. 


TY PLEIADES. 
* 
2 ** 
S * 


1TH Dzvon's Girl, ſo blythe and ON 
I well could like to ſport and play; 

7 with Aer would the time beguile, 
And laugh and titter, ſneer and ſmile : 


Wich B— IE I ſhould: like to ſin, 


gd. I could only grin 3. wes 
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With C-L—sLE wiſdom's plan purſue, 
Vith M——— I would nothing do; 

Jo this vain town I'd bid adieu, 

To paſs my life, and think with CrRews !' 


o , ON A MISTAKEN ATTACHMENT. 
ö By Mr, M 


4 

| A* VICE, that oppoſes a paſſion like thine, 
May raſh and ungrateful appear ; 

Yet friendſhip forbids me a truth to decline, 

Tho' it hope not thy patience to hear. 


It grieves me to ſee thee thus covet with rage, 
A heart that no merit can move; 
While wealth, with diſeaſe, or ine age, 
In a moment would melt her to love. 


And more ſtill I'm griev'd, that a whim-begot aim, 


= In ſpleen, fits and idleneſs bred, 
4 thou'd now, by long habit, be n to a ——_ | 


1 And thy heart be thus dup'd by thy head. 
Believe me, my friend, tho' thy well-faſhion'd form 


Was adorn'd with the mind of a God; 
f Fa: all their joint powers that boſom cou'd warm, 
Or awaken that ſpiritleſs clod. : 


1 


gome hundreds have try'd her, with leſſons refin'd, 
As the road to her ruſt- eaten dower ; | 


But like Danae ſhe will have her ſhower. 
4 Ha 


And ſome all the ſenſe-winning arts have combin'd, 


| [ 44 ] | 
Her fancy is lifeleſs, and ſluggiſh her ſenſe ; 
Abortive each wiſh and defire ; 
And her nerves only ſtretch to the ſound of the pence 
Her touchſtone of amorous fire. N 


Her lips are no road to her hand or her heart; 
They've a cramp fleſh and blood can't diſſever; 
And unleſs your warm touch burns with Midas's art, 
You may preſs and implore her for ever. Bri 


Cou'd your purſe, like your paſſion, ſolicit her mind, 
She wou'd ſtrive to the price of your wiſhes; 

Both her body and ſoul are on ſale to mankind, 
For a ſwain with the loaves and the fiſnes.— 


Br. 


But in vain does your barber new miracles try, St. 


And your tongue flow with Paris-bred jargon; 
The head of your cane has more charms in her eye, 


And if gold, reaſons beſt for the bargain. 


Cou'd a coffin a richer-bred paſſion unfold, 
She would gaze with more rapture upon it; 
And the ſqueak of the hinge, was the metal but gold, 
Wou'd prevail o'er thy love-labour'd ſonnet, 


Nay, ſhould you, by teazing, her temper ſubdue, 
And her heart at the church was relenting ; | 

The price of the bride-cake wou'd riſe to her vier, 
And ſhe'd ſneak to her duſt-hole repenting. 


Deſiſt then my friend, and thy reaſon regain ; 
Let the rebel return to his duty; | 
Diſcard the foul ideot at once from thy brain, 

And do juſtice to paſſion and beauty, 
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s int'reſt firſt taught your vain wiſh for a bride, 
Tho! fate ſaves your fide from the thorn ; 


N ou may ſtill be a gainer, the curſe throw aſide, 
"J And pocket the bleſſing, her ſcorn. 


Love ſhou'd be a commerce, our bliſs to improve, 
And where nature denies a return, 


er; Spurn the profitleſs curſe, for man is n't, thank love, 
s art, Like the Phoenix, ſelf-fated to burn. 


Bring thy penitent vows to wrong'd Venus's ſhrine; 
ind. Treat her ſcorn, like the ſcheme, with a laugh; 


g Breathe out the pure flame to ſome Nymph half di- 


vine, 


And leave her to bow down to the calf. 
Star and Garter, June 24. 4 5 M.. 


Tux Mops or Cross-READING THE PAPERS; 
' AFFORDS, WHEN THE SELECTION Is WELL 
CHOSEN, A GREAT DEAL or HUMouR. OF 


' THIS SPECIES, THE FOLLOWING HAS BEEN 
old, . ATTEMPTED, 


Wi E hear her Royal Hi ohnefs the Princels 


Will 455 be s one of the nurſes of St. Bar- 
tholomew's hoſpital. 


Yeſterday, about one o clock, the Rev. Mr. Horne 
was 


Examined by Mr. Alderman Wilkes at Guildball, 
and committed to Newgate. 


As | G We 


1 


4 
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We hear his Royal Highneſs the biſhop of Oſnaburgh, | 


_ will— 
Have the declared vacancy of ſexton of St. Luke's, | 
Old-ftreet. 


By the laſt letters from Liſbon, we are credibly in- 


formed, that— 


Hog peas ſold there at no more than one ſhilling the 


buſhel. 


Yeſterday his Majeſty went to the Houſe of Peers, | 


and 


Diſcovered a gang of thieves wha had long infeſted 
that place, | 


For which offence he was ordered to pay a fine of 
68. 8d. | 


And is ordered for execution on Wedneſday next at 
Tyburn. 

The waters are ſo much out all oyer the kingdom, 
that— 

Sir John Fielding is fitting out 500 boys for the ſea 
ſervice, 


It is expected there will be a numerous meeting of 
the Houſe of Commons— 


When the price of bread will be continued as before, 


Orders are iſſued for all the half-pay officers to— 
Purchaſe five tickets in the enſuing ſtate lottery. 


A great number of counterfeit half guineas are now 
_. current—- 
Which are deſigned to pay off the national debt. 


On 


Yeſterday the Earl of Chatham went to St. James's — 4“ 


Yeſterday the Earl of Bute arrived from the country— + 


+no 
an 


2 2 


. = ama 
5 a. 8 1 — aA 


| 

* 

1 
8.5 
* 


=o" 191 
; 


ke's, 


* News-PAPERS, AND THEIR COMPILERS ; 
WITH a CHARACTER OF ONE OF THEM, TAKEN 


in- ROM REAL LIFE. 
> the | N EWS. Papers now-a-days are not what they 
| were formerly, the dull repoſitories of the ne- 
ceſſities and misfortunes of mankind ; mere folios of 
advertiſements for things 1% or flolen, let or wanted: 
ſted no, News-papers now are Magazines, Reviews, 
and political pampblets : they are Spectators, Guar- 
$— dians, and (undeniably) Tatlers; they are Ram- 
of blers, Adventurers, Idlers, Critics and Connoiſſeurs: 
News- papers are the Ab/traf and brief Chronicles 
F the times: in ſhort, a man knows nothing of 
what is going on in the world, (and conſequently is 
| fit for no company) unleſs he reads the news-papers, 
There are many people, however, who affect up- 
on all occaſions to cry down theſe moſt uſeful and 
+ moſt entertaining vehicles of intelligence: they ge- 
neꝛally talk in the moſt contemptuous manner, of 
' News-PapeR INFORMATION, and . News. 
Parzx AUTHORITY :” nay, ſome of them 
pretend to be totally unacquainted with any thing 
contained in the News-papers ; although they read 
every paragraph and every eſſay, either during break- 
faſt, or while the Frizeur is adorning their empty 
naoddles before dinner. For my own part, 
I will fairly confeſs that I do not enjoy my tea 
in the morning, nor my punch at night, without 
the uſual accompanyment of a News- paper. 
By the affiftance of the morning papers, breakfaſt 
becomes a comfortable meal; they prolong the re- 


G 2 paſt, 


ers, 
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paſt, amuſe the mind, and aid digeſtion ; but when 
there are no news- papers, the morning's meal is hur- 
| Tied over in a moſt uncomfortable manner; the b 
tea is ſwallowed ſcalding hot, and the toaſt half maſ- 
ticated, Hence proceed crudities and indigeſtions, þ 
with a long train of diſorders, too tedious, and too 
nauſeous toenumerate ; and all for want of that moſt 4 
ſalutary concomitant a news-paper. 1 

What is the reaſon, that Sunday appears ſo 
extremely dull to wicked wits, and people that be 
do not go to church? The reaſon is plain, — 
there are no news- papers publiſhed that day: tho, 
for my own part, I can ſee no good reaſon (ſince | 
they are now become a neceſlary article of life) why | 
they ſhould not be fold on Sundays, as well as milk | 
and mackarell. 

1 think I can remember a precedent of the higheſt 
(news-paper) authority, viz. the Gazette, being 
ſometimes publiſhed on a Sunday: ſuppoſing there- 
fore that this Miniſterial Chronicle was to be pub- 
liſhed ALWAYs on Sundays: I do not abſolutely 
aſſert that it would much enliven the day (for the 
miniſtry never give us any wit in the Gazette) 2 
ſtill it would be better than no publication at all: 
would be ſetting an example, and n a be 
cedent by authority, | 

It has been already proved, that news- papers con- 
tribute greatly to the health of the body natural; ſo 
do they alſo to that of the body politic. I do not 
talk of the immenſe ſums which they bring into cir- 
culation, but literally and bona fide of their ſalutary 
effects on the Fopiieution of * country. If Bri- 


tons 
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ons continue to enjoy conſtitutional freedom, after 
In their neighbours have loſt it ; if Britons have pre- 
W. Ferved their rights and privileges, and have handed 
aſ- Yhem down undiminiſhed to their children, it is in a 
ns, great meaſure owing. to news- papers. Printers are 
00 Rhe watchful guardians of our liberties, and neus- 
oſt papers are the beacons which convey to the meſt re · 
mote corners of the kingdom immediate intelligence 
ſo of any hoſtile attack on our liberties, Thus the 
at qalarm is ſpread — the people are ſet on their guard 
n, the violence is prevented, or the violator puniſhed. 
z 3 News-papers are likewiſe of great national bene- 
ce fit, in as much as they furniſh thoſe in power with 
y Jmany excellent plans and uſeſul hints for the 
k ſafety and good government of the ſtate. I myſelf, 
have frequently offered ſeveral excellent plans, 
ſt land ſalutary hints: to which no doubt the miniftry 
always paid a proper attention (tho' I confeſs that 
none of them have ever told me fo) and I cannot 
Help thinking that the great improvements in this 
Ametropolis, with the preſent flouriſhing ſtate of our 
ſagriculture, arts, and commerce, are chiefly owin 
to myſelf, and ſome other public ſpirited writers in 
the news-papers. 
3. Notwithſtanding the high opinion I entertain of 
y own abilities in this way, attended with a con- 
ſciouſneſs of the moſt upright intentions, yet I can- 
not help perceiving, that there are others who poſ- 
ſeſs this ſpecies of abilities in a more eminent degree, 
and who ſeem likewiſe to have-more of the buſtling 
activity, and enthuſiaſm of public ſpirit. I cannot 
give you a better, nor a more ſtriking inſtance than 


my 
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Will is a very reſpectable citizen, who having ac. 


dignation; he took up the pen, and addreſſed the in- 


L 50 ] 
my excellent friend and neighbour Will Worthy 


quired a genteel independence for himſelf, is now to- | 
tally devoted to the ſervice of the public. Inſtead off 
troubling his head about grievances, which perhaps 
do not exiſt, he endeavours by the meer force of his 
pen to rectify real abuſes, to remove obſtructions, 
and to write down public nuiſances. In combating 
theſe monſters he has proceeded for ſeveral years paſt! 
with wonderful ſpirit and perſeverance. Who does 0 
not remember the Devil's Gap? that dangerous nar- he 
row paſs, which had remained for ages the terror of | 
the fair ſex, and the diſgrace of the Police ! A ladyFut 
of Will's acquaintance happening to be overturnedÞna 
there, and to have her arm broke, rouſed Will's i in- - 
I 
habitants of that quarter: in twelve months this dan- | 
gerous narrow paſs was laid open ; for it took ſix Pu 
months to open their minds. po 
Do you remember an old uſeleſs Gothic gateway, 
which "ood in King-ſtreet oppoſite the Treaſury, ne 
and looked like a wen or excreſcence on the fide of pn 
that elegant fabric Whitehall? It had ſtood there up- up 
wards of four hundred years; Will wrote it down h 
in leſs than four months, an 
Thoſe old lumbering obſtructions in the ſtreets of | er 
London the city gates, after an obſtinate reſiſtance} a 
ielded to the powers of his pen: and by one daſh pl 
© turned the ſharp corner of St, Paul's Chureb- yard th 
quite round. ; 
Will has been long endeavouring to write downll 
the brick-walls which impriſon the two Parks, and 
to write up a handſome iron rail: but this is 8 
to 
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Þ be a work of time; for unfortunately thoſe taſteleſs 
rthy, @pulent Goths who inhabit Park- lane and Piccadilly, 
ac. Wefer the view of a dead wall to a green lawn: ſome 
to. them however ſeem at laſt to open their eyes; na- 
ad of ure and true taſte begin to dawn upon them; from 
hapsÞveral gaps and new rails. I perceive that the ad- 
f his honitions of my friend Will are now liſtened to, and 
ons, hope they will operate at laſt on the Park walls, 
tingſike the trumpets of the prieſts on the walls of Jericho. 
paſt} Will Worthy has a country-houſe at Greenwich; 
does nd the Park there being immured like other Parks, 
nar- pe has tried for ſome time to perſuade the inhabitants 
or of$o pull down a part of the high wall, and to ſubſti- 
ladyFute a rail : but alas ! they are ſo unfeeling, that he 
rnedFnay rail long enough, before he can prevail upon 
in- them to rail in their turn, and in the manner he 
> in-Aviſhes them. | | 
lan- But of all poſſible obſtructions, that old deſtructive 
: ſix nuiſance London- bridge has proved the moſt ſtub- 
porn, having withſtood the attacks of my friend 
ray, Will longer than old Troy did thoſe of Achilles: 
ury, Mevertheleſs I am told he does not deſpair of ſuccefs ; 
e of pn the contrary, he is reſolved to continue playing 
up- upon it from his batteries in the News- papers, whilſt 
dyn the tides and the current proceed underneath by ſap : 
and finally he expects the affiſtance of a certain pow- 
s of erful ally, who is accuſtomed, like the Pruſſian mo- 
nce march, to make winter campaigns, and will proba- 
laſh Þly come with ſuch a force, as to bear down every 
rard thing before him; in ſhort, he expects next winter 
$ large body of floating ice, to give it the finiſhing 


Car- 


wn Mroke, 
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ready and proper a vehicle for his thoughts, as 4 
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Carriage wheels are too important an article 1 


have eſcaped his notice ; he has added to thei © 


breadth, in order to preſerve the roads, and he ha 
raiſed the heighth of the fore-wheels, that we maj e 
travel with the greater expedition, LG 
Many of the commodious new roads about thi} 
metropolis are owing to hints which he has thrown} 
out: indeed he has not only pointed out new ways, 
but mended the old; and at one maſterly ſtroke has] 
improved both the land and the water carriage, by? 
taking the gravel from the bed of the Thames. 
To conclude : if aldermen and water-bailiffs at- 
tend more to turtle feaſts than the Thames naviga-1 
tion; if the commiſſioners of turnpikes neglect theit 
truſt ; or the elder brethren of the Trinity-houſe, A 
are alice to be lethargic, it is no fault of his; v 
for he frequently gives them a jog. * 
In ſhort, my friend Will Worthy has exceeded 
the fabulous heroes of old: his labours have outdone N 
the labours of Hercules; and he has worked greater 4 


wonders with his pen, than ever Amphion did with) 1 
his lyre. | 5 

All this however my fried could never have ef ; 
feed, but by the means of news- papers: He 
who writes on a fugitive ſubject, can never find ſo i 


10 


r 


fugitive publication. A leaf like the Sybil's leaves, 
is more precious than a volume. Books ſtand un- 
moleſted on our ſhelves, but papers are for ever in 
our hands, and on our tables: a ſubject of little or 
no importance to-morrow, may nevertheleſs be of 
great conſequence to-day ; and the compiler of ſuch Þ 
a diary is for the moment the author of hiſtory. As 
to 
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truth, the hiſtorian of the day perhaps diſpenſes 
S of it, than the hiſtorian of after-times, who 
ten adds to the lie of the che lies of ſucceed- 
90 generations. 


To THe Mok or SIR CHARLES SAUNDERS. 
By THE SAME, 


ITHIN this ſculptor'd marble reſts from 
war, 
he virtuous ftateſman, and advent'rous tar; 
Who led our navies round the trackleſs wotls, 
ile ¶ And on oppoſing foes the thunder hurl'd : 
Whoſe virtue and integrity out ſhone, 
The brighteſt ſtars that glitter'd round the throne ; 
dec Whoſe valiant deeds brought glory to our ſhore, 
7 Whoſe hand reliev'd the x os and the poor : 
Thus richly freighted, did his veſſel ſteer, 
ith Proud in the van of honour, nor did fear, 
The ſhelves of vice, —but high in triumph led, 
Her gallant aduriral to the glorious dead. 


s 2 Ax IMPROMPTU, BY PHE SAME, ON SEEING A 
* | BEAUTIFUL LADY 8ITTING FOR HER PICTURE 
un Ar Ma. SnERRIrE's. 


| ny be happy painter by ſuch eyes inſpir'd, | 
we By grace enliven'd, and by beauty fir'd; 

So ſweet a ſmile, and ſuch a dimple ſleek, 

Ne'er curl'd on Hebe's mouth, or ſat on Helen' $ 

2 | cheek, 


1 1 » 
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To THE Memory or Car. Jon BENTINc k, 
WHO Was A NATIVE or HOLLAND, A Con! ub 
MANDER IN THE ENCLISsH NAVY, AND NE or 
PHEW ro THE DUKE oF PoRTLIAVo. B 
Car. E. THoMP$ON, | 


Hea 

A Publick loſs demands a publick tear, ; 5 
And ſuch a nation gives to BENTINCK's bier; N 
Whoſe active genius, gallantry and ſenſe, . 
Gave him amongſt his corpſe the firſt pretence : : 

Our navy's ornament, his country's grace, 4 The 

In private virtues brilliant to his race. 11 

Triumphant thus, Oer life's tumultuous wave, 13 

His veſſel ſail'd with glory to the grave. 5 


ODE For THE YEAR 1776. 


By W. WnrrEHEA D, Po T Laurgar. 


O * the white rocks which guard her coaſt, 
Obſervant of the parting day, 
Whoſe orb was half in ocean loſt, 
Reclin'd Britannia lay. 
Wide o'er the wat'ry waſte 
| A penſive look ſhe caſt ; 
And ſcarce . check the riſing ſigh, 


And ſcarce could ſtop the tear which trembled in 
der eye. 

«© Sheathe, ſheathe the ſword, which thirſts for blood, 
| (She cried) deceiv'd miſtaken men 

Nor let your parent, o'er the flood, 

Send forth her voice in vain |! 


Alas, 


6 
Alas, no tyrant ſhe, 
0 «| She courts you to be free: 


ubmiſſive hear her ſoft command, 


2 
Bri hand.” 

Wear her ye wiſe, to duty true, 
And teach the reſt to feel; 


5 Nor let the madneſs of a Maa 
D. iſtreſs the public weal ! 


So.ſhall the opening year aſſume, +- 


wat 30 1 8 


The white wing'd hours ſhall lightly move, 
| The ſun with added luftre ſhine ! —— 
To err is human” Let us prove 

« F orgiveneſs i is divine 1 


An ODE ror 1776. 
4 I. 
5 N the green banks which guard her ſtrand, 
Reg dul of the riſing day, 
W hoſe — orb illum'd her land, 
America reclining lay. 
Far ofer the boiſtrous main 
er aching eye-balls ſtrain ; 
Jet ſhe diſdain'd to heave a ſingle ſigh, 
Ir drop a ſingle tear from her enraged eye. 


II. 


In vain, ſhe cried, the ſword ye weild, 


| « Ye poor, deceiv'd, miſtaken men 
0 d freedom's ſons diſdain to yeild, 


ST ho' they have ſued in vain | 


Time' s faireſt child, a happier bloom ; 


Wor force unwilling vengeance from a parent's | 


In 
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In truth no rebels we, 
Who live but to be free; 
Who ne''er denied your mild command, 


But fcorn to fink beneath your wrathful hand. 


III. 
Learn to be wiſe, and learn to know, 
What all the world muſt own, 
Your bleſſings from our bleſſings flow, 
While commerce guards the throne. 
Learn this, and let each future year 
More radiant than the reſt appear: 
Let Peace and Plenty ſmile again, 
And let fair freedom ſhine ; 
Thine was the fault, Britannia, then 
Be reparation thine,” 


Ax IMPROMPTU ON RAISING THE Lax-Tl 
FOR 1776. 


F OUR ſhillings in the pound we ſer, 
And well may be contented, 
Since * wars that ne er were meant to be, 
Are happily prevented. 
Beſides, NoRTH abſolute become, 


Might plunder ev'ry penny; 
Then blame him not for taking ſome, 


Thank him for leaving any. 
* With France and 6 Spain, 
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NEW SCHEME TO RAISE A NEW CORPS, 
AND SUPPLY THE LOSS OF A SCOTCH 


1 MILITIA. 2 "Tae 
7] aDDRESSED TO LORD BARRINGTON. 


Arma, virumque cano, Vixen, 


F arms and wond'rous tribes I fing ; 
My Scheme ſhall thro' the nation ring, 
Form'd on a liberal Plan; 

Tho' ev'ry day the bounty rife, 
he ſtandard t00—your Lordſhip's * fize 
3 —You can't recruit a man, 

| T on't ſcorn a philolophic hint, 
1 ho! its convey d in rhime and print; 
Nor think my project odd; 

Or etfe III ſet you at defiance, 

And boaſt my new and grand alliance 

. With learned Lord Moxnopn. 

ut firſt the muſe thy faith ſhould hail, 

Thou darling of Pay fair—and frail, | 
; Though the bounty has been raiſed, and the flandard 
Powered, yet no reeruits can be got. Lord r-. 


1 Pr 
q I Juſt 


. ge 
Juſt "eap'd from tyrant's clutches 
—Your friends were at a loſs to ſay 
In what nice point your honour lay, 
Till you preſerv'd the dutcheſs. 


- 


Could APS—LY by a ſtretch of power 
Convey you to the doleſome Tower, 
The ladies all would ſwoon ; 
Corinna clos'd the monſter's jaws, 
And ſnatch'd her Grildrig “ from the paws 
Of Brobdignag's baboon |! 


Since you, my Lord, diſdain to look 
In any tome, but the red book, 


By which your genius ſteers ! 
— Perhaps you'll hear with ſome ſurprize 
How monkies above monkies riſe, 

Like commoners and peers ! 


The Ouran Outangs wiſe and great, 
(The Bedford party of a ſtate) 


Who factions form or break; 
With high · bon'd, eager, hungry features, 
Mos goppo ſwears they're human creatures, 
Only they cannot ſpeak +. 


* Vide Gulliver's Travels. 


+ * A whole nation, if I may call them fo, have been found 
without the uſe of ſpeech. This is the caſe of the Ouran Ou- 
tangs that are found in the kingdom of Angola in Africa, and 
in ſeveral parts of Aſia, They are exactly of the human form, 
walking ere&t, not upon all four; they uſe ſticks for weapons; 
they live in ſociety ; they carry off negroe girls, whom they 

make ſlaves of, and uſe both for work and pleaſure.” 0 
Origin and Progreſs of Language. 


Ship 
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Ship Serjeant Kite “ with proſperous gales 
To catch theſe monkey- men with + tails; 
Then check depopulation ; 3 
To barren Scotia waft them o'er, 
For Donald flies his native ſhore 
A Rebel to ſtarvation | 


Ourans outſtrip the baunding hind, 
. Neither by coats or ſhoes confin'd, 
They ſpring o'er ſtakes and ditches ; 
--- The Treas'ry's drain'd by Frazjer's corps, 
For bonnets blue, and kelts they roar, 
--- You only fave their breeches | 


The French an Ouran nicely ſtuff - 
I've ſeen one ſtanding in his buff, 
Who had been gay and friſky : 
He once like you, could flirt a fan, 
And was in truth a pretty man, 


But died by drinking whiſkey. 


No offence is meant to Col, Faucett, or any other German 
recruiting officer. 

+ * For that there are men with tails, is a fact fo well atteſ- 
ted, that I think it cannot be doubted. One Keoping, a Swede 
by birth, ſaw men with tails, like thoſe of cats, and which they 
moved in the ſame manner, on an iſland in the gulf of wick 
called Nicobar,” , 

Origin and Progreſs of Language, Vol. I. 

*I myſelf ſaw at Paris, one of them whoſe ſkin was ſtuffed, 
ſtanding upon a ſhelf in the king's cabinet. He had exactly 
the ** and features of a man. He lived ſeveral years at 
Verſailles, and died by drinking ſpirits. He had as much the 
underſtanding of a man as could be expected from his edyca- 
tion, and performed many little offices to the lady with w hom 
he lived, but never learned to ſpeak.” 

Origin and Progreſs of Language. 


I 2 Then 
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Then ſpeak no more, my Lord, on trifles, ( 
But arm theſe Baboon Clans with rifles, 

At Rebels turn them looſe : +0 
Hips “, haws, and acorns they will eat, 


Or cram their paunches with raw meat, 
Like Abyflinian B--r--ce ! | 


With envious glance fhall G-»-xM-NE ſee 
Theſe tory troops ſkip up a tree, 

Firing as quick as Pruſſians: | 
--- He'll find the loyal Qurans far | 
The fitteſt for his Yankey war, 

And ſcorn the aid of Ruffians. 


Mac Homer too, in proſe or ſong, 
(By the State-papers of Buſſon,) 
To deep reſearches led: 
A Gallo-Celtic ſcheme may botch + | 
To prove the Oran-race were Scotch, 
Who from the Highlands fled. 


— — — 
—— 


At ſuch a pedigree don't ſneer, 
Pert Sawney 's logic makes it clear, 
And Non rn no — droops 
--» Indemnity | —- he now diſdaina, 
As Scottiſh bluid flows in their veins, 
--- Who'll vote them foreign ttaops ! 


e Þ Excellent qualities for the American ſervice, as proviſions 
ace rather ſcarce. 
*P V Whitaker's: Romatks, re. 0 
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Good maiſter Herries , She--ri--dan * 
Will twiſt their tongues to brogue or twang, 
And MonBopn's hopes ſurpaſs ; 
--- I pledge myſelf that in ſix weeks, 
An Ouran better Engliſh ſpeaks, 
Than INES or Du--NDn--s | 


To check religious zeal and quarrels, 
Let David Hume inculcate morals, 
--- Dalrymple pen their ſtory | 
And as their jabbering ſmacks of Erſe, 
Let them recite Mac OsszAx's verſe, 
To fire their ſouls to glory. 


Honours, like ſulphur, cure all ftains, 

Wilt fine the blood in Our Aus veins, 

And dignify --- diſgrace | 

— Then grant them titles --- or a ſtrigg, 

They'll not betray a Brunſwic King, 
Tho' of a Scottiſh race. 


Whatever Ourang catches LER, 
Let him be ribbon'd with K. B. 
And chap a blazing ftar on; 
To ſhine at Court with Txw--v's grace, 
Or grin with ſweet Sir + Jonx's grimace, 
A Nava Scatia Baron | ' 


o Scotch and Triſh profeffors of oratory, who wee on- 
dertook to teach us che true enuntiation and pronunciation of 


our native language. 
+ ir John Dalar -I. 
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MARTYR IN THE SHADES, 


T 0 


WHOM Tr MAY CONCERN UPON EARTH. 


All the kings of the nations, even all of them lie in glory 
every one in his own houſe, But thou art caſt out of thy 
grave like an abominable branch; and as a carcaſe trod- 
den under feet, thou ſhall not be joined with them in burial, 

| becauſe thou haft deſtroyed thy land, and ſlain thy people. 


IsAIAH, 


[To Epmuny BurxKe, THE ABLE, ELOQUENT, 
DISINTERESTED DEFENDER OF LIBERTY, VIR. 
TUE, AND THE RIGHTs OF HUMANITY ; THE 
FOLLOWING POEM 18 DEDICATED. ] 


ET then! before the fatal ſword be-drawn, 
E'er miſchief's day riſe bloody on the dawn; 

Eer yet you know, what may be known too late, 
The weighty vengeance of a people's hate ; 
Alter'd ſucceffion, or my juſter fate: 0 
Eier ſtain'd, like me, with blood you die, 
The laſt ſad victim of a nation's cry, 
Hear and defiſt ; and oh ! forewarn'd be wits; 
No mortal I 1 greet you from the ſkies; 
Where ghoſts of ar by me in battle ſlain, 
Indignant rail and clutch the ſword again. 


Tir'd 
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Tir'd of their bliſs they weep their manhood o'er, 
And virtuous HAMPDEN longs to die once more. 
Inſult and wrong have rous'd each Engliſh ghoſt, 
And patriot cares alarm the heavenly hoſt ; 
E'en STRAFFORD here has caught the generous flame, 
And emulates in heaven his WenTworTH's fame; 
Pleas'd in his RoCKINGHAM at tyrants rails, 
„ While RUSSEL his apoſtate * race bewails”. 
Von penſive ſhades late ſhivering from the tomb, 
» FF Weep fadly ſorrowing thy approaching doom; 
Nor thine alone ;—that were a trifling fear, 
For ENGLAND's doom flows honeſt WILLIAM's + 
tear, 
And LyTTELToN's laſt lay to FALKLAND here. 
Senates ſuppreſs'd, for lawleſs years alone 
I ſway'd your and I fill'd your : 
ReluQant Britain bow'd. Above deceit, | 
I] own'd the tyrant, but diſdain'd the cheat. | 
I claim'd prerogative, and right divine, | 
To curſe mankind ;——Another right is thine ; 
No ſenates—brib'd to back my impious will, 
And arm my mandates with a power to kill: 
No penſion'd ſenates hail'd my tyrant ſway, 
Nor ſhameleſs ſcoundrels voted thanks; — for pay. 
No tears cajoPd, no gold allur'd the brave, 
And made a traitor e er they made a ſlave. 
No lurking baſeneſs ſtifl'd, as it grew, 


Nos, I, > PRI 


Expanding freedom; no wren-wing'd fraud o'er- 
threw ; | £2 


A bolder pitch for power my luckleſs eagle flew. 
The late duke of Bedford, &c. 


+ Duke of Cumberland. 
When 


Lads Foe | 
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When loſt ;—the deed let penitence atone | 

While meek-ey d mercy, from her ſeraph's throne, 

Smiling, diſarms damnation; hen loft 

To ſhame, by agitating paſſions toſe d, 

From bad to worlt ; I rais'd a ſavage band 

Of fierce barbarians in a foreign land: 

No papiſt I, when popiſh bands J paid, 

And England's colonies in ruin laid: 

When loſt to ſhame, to pleaſe a bigot wife, 

] arm'd the midnight murderer with a knife; 

Commiſſion'd him to run his bloodieſt courſe, 

« And mounted death upon his paleft horſe ;” 

Till, tired of his own trade, the miſcreant wept, 

And ſated Rome in ſacred ſabbath ſlept. . 

—E'en then (when ſtaggering in his ruffian ſtats, 

The blood-ſhod Charles ruſh'd upon his fate) 

If my devoted ſenate, brib'd like thine, 

Had known no law, nor other will than mine ; 

- In yain might England rail, or Ireland bleed, 

Her venal vote had ſanctify'd the deed ; 

And where divine prerogative has fail'd, 

Infernal influence had ſure prevail'd: _ 

Had lick'd the blood from off my tottering throne, 

And deify'd a guilt the damn'd had bluſh'd to own. 
This hell-bora “ pair in varied miſchief wiſe, 

By force they batter, and by gold ſurprize; 

By power he takes, what the for power gives; 
And, leagued in inceſt, each in other lives. 
Like death and fin, earths empires they controul, 
And his the body is, and her's the ſoul ; 
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His martyr I, my forfeit life I paid ; 
Her martyr's doom is yet awhile delay'd. 
The bluft'ring brother ſoars; the ſiſter creeps, 
Silent and flow her ſinuous train ſhe ſweeps, 
Encroaching ſtill ; and till encroaching, plays 
Around our wants, and winds her witty ways: 


Enſnares our vanity, our pride miſleads, 
Vanquiſh'd virtue on her altar bleeds, 


Once ſerpent- like ſhe crawl'd; now dragon grown, 

Beams baleful blazing from her magnet throne ; 

Perch'd on the brow of majeſty ſhe glows, 

Mix'd with the tears of majeſty ſhe flows, 

Reſiſtleſs flows; and through a peiſon'd ſtate, 

Meand'ring meanneſs does the work of fate. 

And lo! He comes her protomartyr here, 

To gold ſuperior influenc'd by a tear; 

Like fen-ſuck'd fogs degrading honours lower 

Upon his blaſted brow ; in evil hour | 

Confer' d;. reward and ruin hither bends 

The diſcontented ſhade z his arms extends, 

His gaping wounds he ſhews, and to the ghoſts 

Around explains his tale of woe. The hoſts 

Cceleſtial liſten to his moving moan, | 

And curſe the tear that re your world of Von KE 
- ſo ſoon. 

Faſt fades the wreath on buffoon Cromwell's brow, 

Twas earn'd, ſay they, by fraud, and blooms on 
— — 8 NOW, , 

Matur'd by vice when Rome from freedom fell 
Sunk by her fins. When, reeking hot from hell, 
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In cry terrific, and by vengeance ſent, 
Their courſe to earth Cæſarean bloodhounds bent. 
Ferocious, ranging wild in killing pack, 
Death's dogs obſcene, If then, when 'ray'd in black, 
Earth mourn'd her flaughter'd ſons and wept her 
throne, 
Imperial fill'd by devils not her own: 
When nature trembled for her human ſtate, 
And HelPs millennium ſeem'd confirm'd by fate; 
If then, fome miſchief call'd for mightier aid, 
Or guilt enormous flumber'd in the ſhade, 
Of gloom Tiberian—huge—too huge for one, 
For monarch's graſp too mighty; — ſenates run, 
To give the monſter birth ; and fawning hail'd 
The happy labour. Reftive reaſon rail'd. 
Inſulted Romans knew their ſenates voice, 
Beſpoke her fears, but not their hapleſs choice: 
And, freedom fled, her fatal forms deplor d, 
That drug d the pdifoning bow], and edg'd the mur- 
dering ſword z z 

Then, fondly dreaming o'er what Rome bad been, 
Dim-ey'd deſpondenes c1los'd the ſhifted ſcene. 

Our England yet (of fages, heroes men, 
Parent prolific hail [-—all bail again |) | 
What tho? thy ſkies uncertain ſeaſons boaſt, 
And tempeſts rave around thy ftormy coaſt ? 
What tho? the chilling blight deſtroys thy fprings, 
And ſummer ſweeps along on winter's wings? 
Tho? ſcanty funs forſake thy ripening year, 
And green Pamona lags in autumn's rear ? 
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Beneath deſcending rains tho autumn reel, 
And froſt-nip'd winter treads his chil-blain'd heel ? 
What tho' no gems irradiating glare, 
Emblaze thy land ? No ſpice perfume the air, } 
And ſacred gold ſaps on an alien there? 
Far other glories follow as you fly, 
On other pinions mounted to the ſky. 
Unceaſing ſprings perennial verdure glows, 
Where intelle& expands and mental bloſſom blows, 
Eternal ſuns their brighteſt luſtre ſhed, 
Around the eye, where freedom crowns the head : 
Nor autumn's rains, nor winter's winds deform, 
Thy brow that awes the ſeas, in majeſty of ſtorm, 
Where art, ſublim'd by thought, with ſcience vies, 
Where towering ſcience mounts her native ſkies, 
Can gold give radiance ? Or can gems adorn, 
Where reaſon's dazzling ray outſhines the brighteſt 
morn ? 

Our envied England——Oh propitious bow, 
Thine ear — to thy ſuppliant's vow ; 
Father ſupreme and for thy mercy's ſake, . 
Attend a prayer *twere impious not to make, 
And fave that ſinking land; and with her fave 
The pride of nations from the gluttom grave. 
Her force I tried un grateful tried in vain, 
She burft refulgent from my iron chain : 
All human force indignant ſhe defies, 
From hypocrites and gold but ſave her or ſhe dies! 
From her own ſons but ſave her tottering ſtate, 
From fraud but ſave her leave the reſt to fate, 
This laſt atonement at my hand receive, 

From heav*n I fend it, And on earth believe, 
| K 2 That 
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That thus for Britain contrite Charles prays, 

And weeps repentant his miſguided days: 

Thankful he bows to that ſupreme decree, 

Which doom'd him dead, but left his country free. 

Fated to bleed, his favouring ſtars he ſought, 

Of parricide convicted but in thought; 

That thought accompliſhed 

Nor heaven had pardon'd ; nor could hell atone, 

Our envied England yet, old ocean roll 

In tides obedient to thy queen's controul ; 

Proclaim her power to every ſtream you meet, 

Then bow your billows at your ſovereign's feet. 

Tell eaſtern Ganges as he flows along, 

In wave aurifluous his reeds among ; 

With gold nefarious turbid as he ſtrays, 

And ſilken ſlavery through the world conveys; 

Tell him for her he winds thro? ſouthern glades, 

Thro' diamond quarries—aromatic ſhades; 

For her his harmleſs Hindo plies the loom, 

His ruby glows, his ſpice exhales perfume : 

Freighted for her, he foams with Indian ſpoils, 

His filk-worm ſpins for her; his big Behemoth toils. 
Thrice vanquiſh'd Seine ! in humbler eddies roll'd, 

Bid Spaniſh Tagus tremble for his gold. 

Arm'd in her conquering fame bid * Dwina ſweep, 


His uncouth hulks in triumph o'er the deep; 


While Scythian Wolga of ferocious mien, 
Lur'd at her call, forſakes his Caſpian queen, 
And reftleſs, raving, deluges his way, 


To Turkiſh ſtambol croſs the Euxine fea. 
* Archangel is upon this river, and a principal part of the 
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—Scar'd at their ruffian gueſts portentous flood, | 
His wave turns pale, her moons are chang'd to blood. 1 

Huſh thy hoarſe roar, ſlow ſwell thy billow'd deeps, 
While nature mourns, and hapleſs Niger'weeps ; 
Still ill-ſtar'd ſons lamenting as he flows, 

In ſigns reſponſive to their wayward woes: 
When on his banks in forlorn bands they ſtray, 

Tempted to doubt, and half afraid to pray ; 

Tho! to the ſkies their moon-ſtruck looks they raiſe, 

Till mutter'd murmurs drown aſcending praiſe ; z 

And raving wild in deſolate deſpair, 

They end a curſe, what they commenc'd a prayer : 

Loudly accuſing heaven's ſupreme beheſts, 

Which made them men that man might make chem 

beaſts. 

Still on his banks, to woe - tun'd harps they — 

While ſullen ſorrow ſweeps the ſwelling ſtring. 

Still on his wave their warbled wailings float, 

Tho? diſcords, grating, fret the jarring note. 

But in his ſtream why drops the hopeleſs tear? 

Tis his to ſooth.— But ye ! my ſons, forbear. 


Where new-found worlds * perfume the vagrant , 
breeze, * 
And ſetting ſun - beams tinge thy weſtern ſeas; 
Where population, from fair freedom roots, 
Uncheck'd by want in vivid vigour ſhoots ; 
At freedom's call, where, thro' his banded ſons, 
A righteous rebel, Rapahannock runs; 
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Aſter a long voyage by ſea, one often ſmells the land be- 
fore it is ſeen. The actions of dogs, when any are on ſhip- 
board, on thoſe occaſions are very ſingular, 
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Of legal wrong where Delaware complains, 
And fainted Laurence roaring in his chains, 


« Twice papiſt ! twice a ſlave ! His death doom'd - | 


. ſhores 

Where, thro' his pines, Piſcatua deplores 

To heaven, appealing—Oppreſſor ! ceaſe— 
Of man demanding liberty and peace. 

There ſpeed her wiſhes ; waft her parent pray'r 
For cheriſh'd freedom, —for her blood is there. 


The juſt appeal—haſte ! tell them, heaven approves, 
Reaſon applauds ; admiring virtue loves. 


The juſt demand, aſſenting England hears, 
And pours in aid, her—unavailing tears ; 
As o'er thy briny wave, in ſullen ſtate, - 
She bends indignant and—but bends to fate, 
Unbroken yet.—** And yet ſhall kings decree 
« Slavery and bonds: They are mine, and mine 
| are free,” 
Thus by herſelf ſhe ſwears, and by her ſubject ſea. 
Our envied England yet, in pride elate, 
Deems herſelf free, nor dreads approaching fate ; 
Exulting ſtill in fatal forms, ſhe braves 
The ſoepterꝰd frown that awes inferior ſlaves. 
Daring ſhe meets the brandiſh'd bolt above, 
And wrefts the thunder from aſpiring Jove ; 
With arm reſiſtleſs heaves th” indignant blow, 
But floundering, ſunk in miry gulphs below; 
Loft, undermin'd, betray'd and—skE it gleams ! 
Tis drawn o; it ſmokes.— And fadly down the 
ſtreams 
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Of native Thames, a prey to grief and pain, 
Lamenting loud, Out, out damn'd ſpot,” in vain 
A ruin'd moans. Where ſhould he go, 


A reſtleſs rover from purſuing woe 
Thou loſt to peace ! why quit the beaten road, 


Where folly proſper'd, and corruption trod ? 


My bigot James exults; and eries in ſcorn, 
Remember * * another William's * born? 
Why draw the ſword till gold had done its worſt, 
Thou loſt to empire ! and by empire curs d? 

Ah fatal ſword ! return! ah back, tho late, 


Back to thy ſcabbard, inſtrument of fate, 

Return, Reſt, — be ſtill.“Viſions, ceaſe; 
Miſtic viſions ! ſmiling laughter, bloody peace: 
Freedom fay'd, vice oerwhelm'd, kings o'erthrown : 
But patriot virtue once more on a throne. 

'Tis diſtant. Drizzling blood obſtructs the ſcene, 


And haggard vengeance fills the ſpace between 


The future and the pafs'd. She comes in ſtorms 
Bloated and black ; red wrath her brow deforms. 
Beneath her touch the ſacred metal glows, | 
Her magic touch ! and touch'd again it flows 
Difſolv'd, The golden fetters burſt; and, fee | 
Shaking the bloody fteel, Britannia yet ts free. 

And ſhake the ſteel, thou fea girt Britain ſtill, 
To guard thy freedom *gainft approaching ill, 
'Gainſt gold's alluring ſmiles, or power's tyrannic 

will, | | 

Tis thus, wiſe heaven to manly virtue deals, 
The high-pric'd happigeſs, ſuch virtue feels 

® This was written ſeveral months before the d of 
6. was brought to-bed of a In 
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In liberty ſecur d. O —— |! be wiſe, 

That price is paid by blood, and England buys. 
SHE, great monopoliſt | uprear'd her head, 
And the world hail'd her queen. Her fame ſhe ſpread 
Upon the wings of triumph ; and round it flew, 
Around the aſtoniſh'd nations. Your name too, 
Like a black ſpeck amid the lightnings blaze, 
Flew with it. High ſhe tower'd ; the cagle's gaze, 
This bird of honour flew : till, mean of foul ! 
Youlur'd her from her prey; and, like a mouſing owl, 
Fond of domeſtic carnage, chang'd her game, 
And gave her future flights a different aim; 

Till mantling on thy fiſt transform'd ſhe ſtood, 
And drench'd her talons in her childrens blood. 

. .*Tis drawn again, It reeks in brother's gore; 
The ſoldier ſtarts at Parricide * no more: 

The harden'd ruffian, deaf to nature's cries, 
Stabs for his hire, The thriftleſs ſailor buys 

Gold at his ſoul's expence ; and, wrap'd in fire, 
Your cities periſh, and their ſons expire. 
« Out, out damn'd ſpot!” (*tis eccho'd thro' 
the air) | 

« Out, out again ! a redder ſpot is there, 

« Upon that ſe d hand. My Thames is blood; 
« And diſtant burnings tinge his ſacred flood : 

« My navy'd Thames runs crimſon to the ſea, 
And all his ſwelling billows point at me. 

« Still drawn to aid opprefſion's iron reign ; . 

« Still in its ſcabbard when th* oppreſs d complain: 
% Behold ! he cries, and quits his oozy bed, 
« His ſword ne er fell but on the guiltleſs' head. 

* Patriecide. 
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„Speed hence, my billows ] leave him to his woes 
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His thunders burſt but on a ſubject pate: 
< Flee ſwift, my waves | and leave him to his fate, 
&« With fires Neronian his foul boſom glows, 
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Yet, yet, deluded | ſheathe the civil blood, 4p 
Yet ! while thy fates a laſt retreat afford: 
Yet ! &er the lion, growling for his prey, 
Quits his long trance, and joins his doubtful fray ; 
But juſt awak'd from his centennial “ ſleep, 
With eyes half clos'd, he views the weſtern deep, 
With head uprais'd, he liſtens to the din, 
And wonders whence the diſcord ſhould begin; 
And briſtl'd hair his riſing rage declares, 
And angry fire within its ſocket glares, 
He ſcents the breeze, with noftril ſpreading wide, 
And ſnuffs the carnage floating on the tide: - 
His heart dilated, ſwells his ample creſt, 
And terror rides upon his brindl'd cheft ; 
He liſtens ſtill, - For now, acroſs the main, 


He thinks he hears his kingly cubbs complais 3 


In every breeze he hears their kindred roar, 
dees every billow ting'd with kindred gore; 
And growls deſtruction. With. indignant glare, 8 
And mane erect, he ſtalks around his lair, „ 
Laſhing his ſides, a fear on every hair. | 
In ſuch a mood, and een in ſuch a cauſe, 

I, wretched I, aſſail'd his armed jaws, | 
And met my fate. To that juſt fate I bow, 
Reſerv'd. for tyrants; but be happier thou, 
My people's foe ! in tented fields for power, 
I fought ; and periſh'd. Like a mighty tower 

Centennial. It is about one hundred years fince the com- 
mencement of the troubles which ended at the revolution. 
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Gainſt my uſurping will, their ſenate rais'd, 

Her ſacred head and proſper d, Freedom blaz'd 

Upon her waving banner, conqueſt play'd, 

In glittering glory round her, afraid 

Of his own brightneſs. Ye! on earth my foes ! 

Bright ſpirits here, who anxious for the cloſe, 

Of that great ſcene wherein your children play, 

A part unlike their fires. BznoLD | and ſay, 

To what vile ſtate degraded the one rever'd, 

Of men and angels lies. There ſtraight appear'd, 

Within the walls, and dignify'd abode, 

Of patriot virtues ſelf, a cumbrous load, 

Of thriftleſs rabble, high ſublim'd by vice, 

To gorgeous infamy, the damning price, 

Of blood and conflagration. Low they bow, 

Low in proſtitution baſe, and hail Thou 

King and ſenate too | great in deed and name, 

« Thy gracious edict and our acts the ſame. 5 

« That act ſhall give what e er you wiſh to take; 

«© We'll give you all, ſince giving we partake.” . 

Bowing again, they cry, Let cities blaze, 

« And paſſmng ture the fire, let infants raiſe, 

4c In dying groans, ſweet muſic to thine ear, 

c Unmix'd with merrier note, oh maſter! dear | 

« Oh matchleſs Molock.“ Pleas'd almoſt to pain, 

Grim Moleck ſmil'd, and toſs'd them Cates profane, 

Of their own children 5 2 to 
beaſts, 

They gor 


g'd the laps offal; and quaff'd in feaſts | 
Obſcene, libatians bloody ; howling loud, 
Their idoPs praiſes to the gaping croud. 
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From fight ſo foul quick turn the righteous ſhades, 
By horror black'd their bloom celeſtial fades; 

- Surprize, diſdain, indignant pity play, | 
Within thoſe eyes, whence tears are wip'd away 
And in thoſe hearts, which now no more complain, 

Bad ſympathy ſupplies the place of pain, 
For human once, to human ſtill allied, 
They ſigh at ſorrow, bluſh at human pride ; 
Elate, at human glory pleas'd, they glow ; 
Dejected, fink depreſs d at human woe: 
From human meanneſs turn the loathing eye, 
(A hopeleſs ſoil ! where ſtill-born virtues lie | 
In putrefaction ſteep'd; from thence to crawl, 
When high-vic'd nations totter to their fall.) 
For human freedom ftill they waft a prayer, 
With fronts erect not wrinkl'd now by care; 
For native Britain, too one ſigh exhales, 
That one aſcends and turns the doubtful ſcales. 
The pray'r propitious mounts on pointed fires, 
The beaſtly viſion finks, and in a ftench expires. 
« Perſiſt in blood { be gloriouſly wrong; 
| Let him perſiſt !——flow vengeance rolls along. 
| 5 In blood perfiſt ! in robe of blood array'd, 
Met fate half way A fate too long delay d. 
« Perſiſt I fay ne er pauſe till on the brink k 
46 Of bottomleſs perdition. Never ſhrink, | 
4 At the black gulf beneath, where hopeleſs lies, 
6 Repentance. Where the worm that never dies, 
% Gnaws—and gnaws on, yivacious in thoſe fires 
% Thy breath has rais'd ; and thy unjuſt deſires. 
* Burn too ! {till bura | and hitherward in flame, 
„On ſmoke, or curling fire waft thy fair fame : 
© >  M 2 But 
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ce But come not thou along | thy place is there, 
cc Let him perſiſt for hence where pale deſpair 
cc Sits counting drop by drop, the trickling blood, 


«© That ſtagnates round his cave in plaintive flood. 
6c Still as he counts, he liſtens to the tale 


Each ſad drop tells: and wafted on the gale, 
6 That tale is heard in heaven. From below, 
« Kings on their burning thrones prepare to bow, 
The mighty ones of old prepare to meet, 
„Their mightier in miſchief, and to greet 
« Him with an—. All hail ! heaven, mercy cramm'd, 
& Sends us another Nero to the damn d; 
« A burner! to eternal burnings doom d, 
&« Fires that conſume not tho thy fire's conſum d. 
„ Repentant ſoul ! who labouring to be juſt, 
« Abſolves the fate that laid thee in the duſt ; 
« And knowing, in their ſublunary ſtate, 
&© That kings and freedom ſtill are foes by fate; 
Here vainly ſtrives But pardon ſovereign ſhade, 
« This unſought viſit. Lend thy pious aid, 
« To ſoothe a mind, ſtill anxious for their weal, 
* Whom not long ſince on fortune's topmoſt wheel, 
4] left both great and happy. Wild report 
« Alarms our higher heavens ; and ſtrange reſort 
« Of unclean ſpirits, howling thro' the gloom, 
c Croſs'd my way hither. All denouncing doam 
« Ambiguous, on Britain, or — ;; 
% On.both—and neither, Pois'd on leath'ren wing, 
«© They cuff. the ſtorm, . thoſe harbingers of death, 
« And wind their toilſome way to nether earth 
„ And England. Wallowing in thy lion's won 
þ Tus bloody boar ſties | yelling ſtill they run 
ns hg: 66 On 
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& On the fork'd fire, that thwarted my ſteep way, 


6 'Thus far tow'rd man and the dim light of day. 
« Here for a while I ſtood: unſeen, -unheard, 
« Till righteous indignation burſt the guard 
« Impos'd by reverence on my tongue. I bow 
4 For pardon ;—gracious ſpirits! know me now. 

e Perfiſt again! laſh, laſh thy fates aſleep, 
% While freedom, foaming croſs the weſtern deep, 
% With all her terrors, all her wrongs. around, 
& And all the virtues weeping o'er the wound, 
& Thy hand has made aſſumes her wonted tone, 
« And takes again the gift ſhe gave — —, 
« See] o'er the ſeas in ſwelling tides ſhe flows, 
«© Mankind her friend, and only kings her foes, 
6 Thou once a king, and once a patriot thou ! * 
For king and patriot too, bright ſpirits! know me 

„ now, 

&* A mortal once, from her chaſte arms I flew, 
« On fame's bright wings to heaven, Angels knew. 
« And, wond'ring, hail'd a brightneſs like their own ; 
« A brightneſs borrow'd from the gorgeous throne, 
« J lately left all blazing in the beams, 
« Of conqueſt, Burniſh'd high by ſmiling gleams, 
&« From hy nations baſking in its rays, 
« Or ſporting in its ſhade their live-long days 
« With liberty and honour. Terror hung, 
In ſkirting ſhadow round it. Juſtice flung 
Its well aim'd bolts on mine and England's foes, } 
« New thunders follow'd as new wrongs aroſe, 
6% And down the wind each burning vengeance 


goes. 
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4. The riſing ſun beheld her flag diſplay'd, 
« And ſetting, ting'd it e'er he ſunk in ſhade ; 
« Eternal froſts beneath the pole, ſhe bray'd ; 
| c On ſun burn'd ſands, beneath the line, it wav'd. 
| « The encompaſs'd earth confeſs'd her endleſs 
| reign, 
| « Proud ocean own'd it thro' his rough domain, 
| & And monarch heaven ſmil'd and bleſs'd the 
| « ſwelling ſcene, 
| & *Tis chang'd. She bleeds, Ungrateful to forget. 
“I fly to ſave her. Doſt thou know me yet ?” 

He ſaid, and downward like a ſhooting ſtar, 
Plumb down thro- glowing ether and an air 
That glow'd in dimneſs viſible he paſs'd, 
Thoꝰ born on ſnow white plumage: till at laſt 
Oppos'd to darkneſs rolling in a flood, 
Of heterogeneous ® name, he ſhone ; and ſtood | 
Waving his wings in corruſcations keen 
Of native light not to be born, if ſeen 
By eye of mortal mould. With look depreſs'd, | 
He views his parent earth; and viewing, bleſs'd 
Expiring liberty. Thrice he look'd round, 
Thrice in vain to find her, And no more found 
Within her wonted haunts, with angry eye, 


Exclaims—* Hunted, purſu'd, round the * 
&« ſee her fly, 


« See ſeiz'd on ſhe bleeds —Kings of earth you re | 
& the cry, | | 


1 Where ſhe reſts heaven finiles ; human nature's 
more fair, 


„More bappy. Hark! her purple purſuers are there. 
| * * 8 atmoſphere, | 
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« If to Greece, or to Rome, or if northward ſhe 


cc wheels ; 3 
«© That hue and cry of hell ſtill hangs on her heels. 
«© Is ſhe perch'd with the eagle on Corfican ſteeps ; 
« With Leviathan plung'd in Bothnian deeps ; 


« Droops ſhe hopeleſs in filence on Nieſterꝰ's ſad ſhore, - 


6 Or roughly remonſtrates in Niagara's roar ; 

« Still her foes are behind her, around her, or near, 

« A Joſeph, a Lewis, or a Frederick there, 

« A Guſtavus and—oh ! with hypocriſy here. 

e Croſs the Atlantic ſhe flies, There, in battle ar- 
« ray'd, 

« Sees once more by freemen her banner diſplay'd, 

« The fair fugitive paus d; the banner ſhe knew, 

« On the Boyne and at Naſeby in triumph it flew. 

% Her Britons ſhe knew too, as hovering in air, 

« The band ſhe ſurvey d; and now adieu to deſ- 
cc pair, 2 


4 Rides, creſted with terror, on the bayonet's glare. 
« Time and the hour drive on with looſen'd rein, 


ce And kingdoms totter o'er thy head in vain, 

« Still you perſiſt, and ſtill you meet defeat, 

« Vice bids go on and folly bar's retreat. 

4 Already half a world diſowns thy ſway, 

« And empire mouldering crumbles to decay, 

«© The moment comes; the furies laſh it on 

Thy ſword their ſcourge. 
cc gone. 

cc Thy ſword alas that heaven deputed truſt, 

= Still glares a meteor, or conſumes in ruſt ; 

“In England's blood ſtill reeks its ruffian blade, | 


% And ſtill from England's foes its terrors ſtaid. 
« When 


Deſiſt or e er its 


= — — - _— 
—  ——— — 
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* When ravening France lay thunderſtruck, o er- 
« thrown, 


« And, barr'd from others blood, was fain to lick 
« her own; | 

I fled to heaven; and witneſs earth and ſea, 
« If England's foes had aught to fear from thee. 
«© When Spaniards laugh'd at thy inglorious ſpoils, 
« And ſhips unrudder'd mock'd their pilots toils ; 
&« Why ſlept it chen, that miniſter of fate ? 
„Why in its ſheath when inſult ſhook the ſtate ? 
„No ſympathy of kind, no heart that glows, 
„% For human weal, or — at human woes, 
«© No love of peace, no hallow'd with to ſpare, - 
« Thy Maker's image ever kept it there. 
No ſenſe of juſt frugality withſtood, 
No ſanctimonious thriftineſs of blood | 
« E er check'd its rage, when over freedom's head, 
« It plar'd terrific as a ſubject bled. 
„Ready in wrong, inſulted till it ſleeps ; 


| « Brandiſh'd—it falls; its wretched country weeps. 
: « But ſqueamiſh ſcant ſupplies afford, 
| « And England bleeds too flow by England's ſorbed i 
| % Big miſchief loiters in the tardy hand . - 
& Of kindred cut-throats, in a kindred land; 
3 « The father ſhudders as he aims the blow, 
* Which leaves him childleſs—tho? the ſon's thy foe: 
| & A buſy ſomething too o'er-awes the ſon, 
8 ce In ſhedding blood from whence he drew his own . 

% Father and fon alike are foes to thee, 


And human kind thy foe—where human kind is 
« free. 


« Seek then thy inſtruments of death in time, 
« From ſlave born ruffians of another elime; 


«© From 


Ss 


To quench the blaze rekindled at the Boyne. 


Frantic you run miſguided to the grave, 


Their taſk of blood, they {till roar out to kill; 
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« From Scythians,Germans,or the drunken Dane, 
&« From rebel Scotchmen, and from popiſh Spain; 
„Or murdering Hordes that roam the Shannon's 
« fruitful plain. 


% Canadians, Indians, negroes, all muſt join, 


And hence this waſte of blood in home-bred jar, 
** This kindred ſlaughter and this impious war. 
& For this you drive thy lagging fates to death, 
And madly laſh pale influence out of breath; 


« And vainly dream that parliaments can ſave. 

«© Mounted in ſtench upon corruption's wings, 

« Their inſect * power exhales conſum'd n. it 
« ſtings; 

<« Hiſs'd at it flies. To pointing ſcorn they * 

„ Themſelves expos'd,—a helpleſs prop to thee: 

* Helpleſs to ſave. but ready to fulfil 


„Their hungry followers too prolong the note, 
And blood and burning ſwell each ruffian's throat. 
«© The moment's come ;—the ſervant of thy voice; 3 
Let liſt'ning angels hail thy happy choice | 
“Thuy generous people want but leave to give, 

<« Is that too much ?” «© They ill want leave to live 


* In liberty and peace, it muſt not be; 
4 


&« Pl take their all their all belongs to me; 
« Jf we can't take, will burn. Be that our mil 
&« decree.” | 
Thy genius | laments thy loſt eſtate, - 
And guardian angels leave thee to thy fate. | 


® The majority of the inſe& tribe are 9 ſtained 
with gold. 
a N — has 
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They mount their. ſkies, atteſting ſtars and ſun, 
That they were guiltleſs but that thou' rt undone. 
The happy ſhade who e' en but now had ſpread, 
His parent wings in radiance o'er-thy head ; 
Who, e'en but now, thy ſtubborn heart aſſail'd, 
And menac'd high, had menaces prevail'd, 
Droops hopeleſs ; — and bewails his ruin'd race, + 


On ſlow ſpread wings, forſake the once loyd place, 
His handmaid victory ſaw, and ruſh'd to his em- 
brace. 
She firſt beheld, as from a burſting cloud, 
Like light he paſs'd unheeded by the croud, 
And flying as he flew, mark'd his deſcent, 
On rapid wing, and anxious errand bent; 
Obſery'd his purpoſe heard him loud complain, 
Hear'd your reply, and ſaw him riſe again : 
And now, with ſmiles, ſhe chears him as he flies; 
From earth again ſhe mounts him to the ſkies ; 
Till, turning as he fpoke, ** behold ! he ſaid, 
«© Where liberty yet rears her vagrant head; 
See mid the deſert, where the exile glows ! 
«© See, where ſhe triumphs mid Canadian ſnows. 
« Hark, thro' the wilderneſs the battles roar, 
Her voice is there of right reſiſting power. 
« For her laſt ſtake, on earth's laſt verge ſhe draws, 
Her righteous. ſword in heaven in virtue's cauſe, 
4 Take thou her banner, and ſubdue her foes, 
fake it and conquer, tho' my blood oppoſe ; 
« is Czfar dead. —Avert her threaten'd doom, 
And plant it then upon Montgomery's tomb.” 


Speaking 


— — — 
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Speaking he flew,, nor longer ſaw beneath 
King's dole deſtruction, virtue doom'd to death, 
Nor man enſlay'd by man, nor circumambient 
earth, 1 
Victory mean while, on downward wing, " 
Obey'd the mandate of her patriot king; | 1 
Swift on her errand, ſped the power along, li 
And wav'd her enſign ofer the breathlefs throng | 
Of virtuous heroes, bleeding in the cauſe | 
Of much lov'd freedom; dying for her laws. , 
Doubtful awhile, the ſhining meteor play'd, | | 
| 


Till, nearer as it flew, each hoſt ſurveyd 
The © Ides of March”, on crimſon field diſplay'd. 
Each knew their doom. And each beheld it wave, 
Commiſlion'd from on high, to fink or fave. | 
Joy mix'd with ſadneſs *, mounts on wings of praiſe, 
And glowing thanks one grateful hoſt upraiſe ; 
The other, blufhing, curſe in wild diſmay | 
The boding banner and forſake the fray. Foy | 
To angels thus, in conflict once appear'd, 
Blazing thro' heaven, the ſtandard uprear'd 
Of Meſhah. Meffiah and thunder were there; 
But 'twixt juſtice and merey, that hung tar 
Suſpended. He wept. Sham'd—but- blaſpheming, 
to hell, 2 
Diſarm'd by terror the Satanic hoſt fell. 


* We have not yet learned to rejoice at a victory obtained 
over Engliſh men, CONGRESS. 


N 2 AN 


——_— u ee d 


— 
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ODE, ADDRESSED TO THE EARL OF S—xD—cHa. 


32 
Eſt et fideli tuta Ghantis G 


Merces : Cetabo qui vereris ſacrum, 
Vulgarit arcana, ſub iiſdem 


Sit trabibus, fragelemque mecum | 
Solvat phaſelum. Hox. L. 3. Ode 2. 


HE midnight orgies you reveal, 


Nor DAsHwoop's clofler'd ® rites conceal, 
Why ſhould the Court reje& you | 
Fitteſt the howling winds to brave, 


And ride triumphant oer the wave, 
The proverb ſtill protects you. 


II. 


Extremes in nature prove the ſame, 


The profligate is dead to ſname, 


\ 


No conſcious pangs enſue ; 


Satire can't wound the virtuous heart, 


Nor SAVIL x feel her venom'd dart, 
No more, my Lord, than you. 


III. 
To peach th' accomplice of one's crimes, 
A gracious pardon gains ſometimes, 
When treachery recommends ; 


For you, my Lord, its clearly ſeen, 


How cloſe the ſacred tye between 
King's evidence and friends ! 
ws IV, | 
With HARLRV's gang you job and curſe, 
Vile contracts 4 drain the nation's purſe, 


® See Wilkes's letters, with an account of Medmenham 
abbey in Buckinghamſhire. 


+ Many of the addreſſes are the ſpurious ſpau n of contracts. 
To 
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To bribe ſuch fawning dogs; 
Commerce and glory's out of date, 
And Britain's thunder guard's a freight 
Of pickles, crout, and hogs. 
| V. 
Sir Peter's ſpirit you invoke, 
To ſanction a forecaſtle joke, 
And Yankies rob of glory; | 
Yet faith I think your lordſhip right, 
As dead-men “ can't gainſay, or fight, 
To make him vouch your ſtory. 


VI. 
. Employ again that magic ſpell, 
Which charm'd the French at Aix-Chapelle +, 


And civil- war ſhall ceaſe; 
Some coalition now you're hatching, 


We know your Lordſhip's (kill in patching | 
Op rotten ſhips, —or peace 


VII 1 
* J ' 
'1 


To ſons of tweedle-dum and dee, 

You fling your gold, —ſoft nymphs with glee 
Embrace you round the middle ; 
Ship-wrights and captains well deſerve, 


3——— reroremrmmarr_mare 9ͤ—[— r 2—— — — nnn. DEI 


In Yorkſhire,—or in dock, to ſtarve, 
They neither ſing or fiddle. , 


| F 
* Sir Peter Warren's ghoſt was conjured up by Lord S. te 
countenance his own falſe and malignant reflections on — 
kaviour of the Americans, at the ſiege of Louiſburgh in 2746. 
+ The honourable hoſtage peace, which, according to Lord 
S——"$ boaſt, deſcended like the heavenly manna, from the 
clouds. | 
| Your 
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VIII. 
Vour moral ſenſe, my Lord, is nice, 
The public good of private vice, 
You prove to all the realm; | 
In pointed lays, I ſing the man, 


Who acting on this * ethic plan, 
Muſt well deſerve the helm “ 


IX. 
The truth, from G-, or GR—v—s you dread, 
A ſword ſuſpended o'er your head, 
Can Kidgell ſooth your woes 


In vain you tempt Jack Wilkes to dine, 
By copious draughts of + chalic'd wine, 
And anthems to Moll's Roſe ! 


X. 


No more will Britain's Neptune vapour, 
Te Deum ſing o'er 4 Miller's Paper, 
Or laugh at Spain's alarms: 
Alas his bactram fleet is ſunk, 
And the J King's couſins hawl him drunk, 
From Thetis' 5 golden arms. 


® Lord 8. even from his boyiſþ years, has always acted on 
Mandeville's ſyſtem, ſo finely elueidated in the Fable of the 
Bees. 
+—— Daſhwood ſhall pour from a communion cup 
L Libations to the goddeſs without eyes, | 
And hob, or nob in cyder and-exciſa 
| CHURCHILL. 
t The London Evening Poſt. 
The Hon. Mr. L—], who may perhaps impeach his 
Homer calls Thetis, filver-footed. The epithet goluen 
arms is not claſſical, tho it may have a political. meaning, and 
allude to fome anecdotes of our Britiſh Neptune's miſtreſs. 
| A Fa- 
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A FAMILIAR ODE To Lord NORTH. 


Nullus argento color eſt avaris | 4 
Abditæ terris enemicz lamnæ | 
Criſpe ſalluſti; niſi temperato 6 
Splendeat uſu, Hot, | 
; | ' | 
HE colour of a Boſton ſhilling | 
Your Lordſhip cannot tell—tho' willing | 
To ſhine a Financier : | 
When your Tea duties caſh produce, 
You'll turn them to ſome noble uſe, 


Nor dream of taxing beer, 


IT. 


To glorious deeds, O NorTH | aſpire, 
And I'll unſtring my ſneering lyre, 
If you act right and handſome : 
On the poor Yankies deign to ſmile— 
We fret no more for Falkland's iſle, 
Or the Manilla ranſom. 


III. | 
Quack med'cines but increaſe our ills ; 
For MAnsFIELD's drops and vile Scotch pills, | 
Too dear the nation pays; 
Our ſov'reign ſick, and worn with cares, 
Will kick his doors down the ſtairs, 
And ſend again to HAYEs. 


: IV. 
Campen ſhall head the learned band, 
With magna charta in his hand, 


— - — 
—— — —— 
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And comments Locke hath writ ; 
Let drawling AP—$—LY nod and doze, 
And early creep to dull repoſe, 


Eſcap'd from BaTHuRsT's wit. 


V. 
Can penal aQs the ſaints ſubdue, 
Or breach of charters trade renew, 
Tho' frigates cruize all weathers ? 
| Yet by Leonidas * you're told, 
| That now—inſtead of Spaniſh gold, 
We're paid in tar and feathers ! 
VI. 
| | My GRAFTon feels his country's wrong, 
Hen ſhine the people's darling long, 
And ſave the commonweal : 
DaRTMour with WEsSTLEy ſneaks to church, 


He leaves wiſe + PoWNALL in the lurch, 
| Te filch the privy ſeal. 


VII. 


Your venal Peers addreſs and vote, 


The Commons eccho every note, 
Vet talk of Public Good: 


| That Stall-fed Bench (a truſty corps) 
Since you have no red hats in ſtore, 
Wou'd dye their lawn in blood. 


VIII. 


Tho' ready for all ſervile jobs, 
To cringe—betray—or ſcreen Nabobs, 


* 
* — ——ñ — re ne neo, 


* Mr, Glover. + Mr. Secretary Pownall. 
And 
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And ſerve each dirty turn: 
Yet (Juxius' ſatire is ſo juſt) 
c That even treach'ry cannot truſt,” 
Your ſawney W—DpD—RNE. 


IX. 
Our gracious Sov'reign (ere too late) 
Muſt call the man who ſav'd the ſtate, 
To end this ſhameful quarrel : 
No more will pipe Sir G1ssy's whiſtle, 
For CHATHAM's hand will crop the thiſtle, 
And plant the Court with laurel, 


Op, ADDRESSED ro THE EARLof DARTMOUTH, 


Nondum ſubacta ferre jagum valet 
Cervice; nondum munia comparis 
ZEquare, nes tauri ruentis 
In venerem tolerare pondus. 


Hon. Ode 5. Lib. II. 
I. 


Y Lord, your filley's hardly broke, 
She kicks * winces at the yoke, 
Nor will ſubmit to draw: 
With two much ſpirit for a hack, 
Tho' King, Lords, Commons, gall her back, 
And bridle her with law. 


II. 
By youth ond freedom fir'd ſhe roves, 
The boundleſs wood and field ſhe loves, 
Nor heeds the herdſman's whiſtle : 
With wanton colts ſhe wildly ftrays, 
But drives your braying aſs to graze 
d On Nova Scotia's thiſtle, 
: *N Don't 


—— oe Cr I rr err eee ener ee SBS 
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III. 
Don't rob the orchard (tho? you've power) 
The Boſton apples yet are ſour, | 
And apt to purge and pripe : 
The loyal Yankies for your uſe, | 
Would give and grant the genial juice. 
You'd teal the fruit—unripe, 
The ſaints, alas ! have waxen ftrong! 7 
In vain your prayers and godly ſong, | 4 
To quell the rebel rout ! l 
Within his lines ſkulks valiant Gage, | 
Like Yorick's ſtarling in the cage, 
He cries, I can't get out.” 
V. | ö ; 
Why will the Cabinet always blunder, 1 
Dull Leadenhall you ſtill may plunder, 1 
And ne'er can want pretenſions; I 
Seapoys and Nababs can't reſiſt n. | 
A vote will pay the Civil Liſt, 
And * Bags will furniſh penſions, 
VI. 
But Rubbern Tankies let alone, 
They hurl defiance at che throne, 
And all your ſchemes unſettle : 
To mark your Acr with more diſgrace, 
They fling their tea-pots in your face, 
And ſcald you with the kettle, 


® Iceland, 


| 
ſ 
[ 
l 
| 
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CONGRATULATORY ODE, 
ADDRESSED To LokD: G— 0B G- x. 


M Y Lord, I hail your ſpotleſs fame; 
A Civil Poſt, and change of name, 


Have waſh'd away all fin ; 
The German ſlough no more prevails, 
For ſerpent like, you've caſt your ſcales, 
And ſhine in a new- ſhin. 


Tho' fallen from a ſplendid ſtation, 

You both ſurprize and pleaſe the nation, 
Your zeal they {till applaud ; 

Sentenc'd no more to blaze in arms, 

As an old trull with tarniſh'd charms, 
You turn a uſeful Bawd ! 


Bred in a Prieſt's Socratic ſchool, 

Youth's fervid paſſions train'd to cool, 
And virtue's lore endear ; 

He bid you ne'er fight face to face, 

But mark the foe with mere diſgrace, 
By charging in the rear. 


G—RM—N, in combats often try'd, 
Britannia's troops in triumph guide, 
War's glorious art improving |} 
. Bend Rebel Yankies to our will, 
Diſplay again your martial ſkill, 
And conquer without moving , 


Rs: Your 
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Your Sm—ths, and C—ngh—ms review, 
All honourable men, and true ; 

Staunch as intrepid Barre ! 
Your great exploits briſk Ned will boaſt, 
Make him official Penny Poſt, 

He'll tattle, fetch and carry, 


Your Levees grac'd by heroes now, 
There Major * Sturgeon ftrives to bow, 
Your ſplendour Ph—I—ps ſees ! 


Mac- Gregor's + Chief preſents a 1 Plan, . 
With under-wood, and trees. a 


Throw out a lure for Ferdinand! 

Inveſt him with ſupreme command, 
At Boſton fix his ſtation; 

Then Zanga like (right well 1 ws). 


You'll gratify revenge and ſpleen, 
And end him by || Starvation. 


Or claim your rank—degrade Tom Gage, 
A windmill now can't check your rage, 


® Whoever Mr. F. might have deſigned by this ludicrous 
character, yet the candid reader may reſt affured, that neither 
General H. nor Colonel Ph—ps are alluded to. 

+ Colonel R. 


T Lord George complained that a plan was ſent over of the 
battle of Menden, in which the impervious wood that ob- 
ſtructed the march of the cavalry was omitted. The name of 
the malicious engineer who drew it, I now forget. 
Mr. D=-np—s, Lord Advocate of Scotland inwenit & 
ſculpfit this harmonious and expreſſive word, which ſo juſtly 


and characteriſtically pourtrays both the features of his country 
and countrymen, | 


Or 


The Scotch all puff you to a man, . 


b 


- [ 93] * | 
Or freeze your generous blood ; 1 

Lead forth the horſe to Roxburg town, 

And drive full gallop to renown, 
Except you meet a wood. 


| Cou'd you keen Junius' thoughts refine, 
Whoſe dangerous ſhafts, like lightning ſhine, 
And pierce whom-e'er they hit 
We all may think you — juſt as ſtout, 
Your treachery too we never doubt, 
—— We only doubt your Wit? 


The ſmart of Minden's wound is o'er, 
You've got Court-plaiſter for that ſore, 
And yet my Lord I'm thinking ; 
Bold JoyNsTONE ſome reward may claim, 
| His powder ſav'd your tainted fame, 
Juſt on the point of ſtinking. 


ON SOME LATE PUBLICATIONS. 


URS'd be the pen by faction ſway'd, 
The tool of blind invective made, 
The foe to virtuous fame, 

That dares amongſt the mean and baſe, 

With more than German rancour place 

Much injur'd SacKviLLE's name. 


When half America was loſt, 
And timid DAarxTMouTa left his poſt, 
He took the dang'rous lead; 
| To vindicate inſulted laws, 
And hazard in his country's cauſe, 
His fortunes and his head. 


With 
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With affluence bleſt, and bleſt with friends, 
Connected for no ſelfiſn ends, 
His happineſs was home; 
He knew the joys of private life, 
He Jov'd his children and his wife, 
Nor wiſh'd abroad to roam. 


Already toſs'd on boift'rous ſeas, 
His obje& was domeſtic eaſe 
Not all the ſmiles of court, 
Not all that laviſh princes give, 
Or greedy favourites receive, 
Could tempt him out of port. 


But, by the will of adverſe fate, 
When foul rebellion ſhook the ſtate, 
And poiſon'd: half the realm; 
No luke-warm prudence cou'd controut 
The patriot ſpirit of his ſoul ; 
He boldly graſp'd the helm. 


He only heard his country's call, 


Eaſe, comfort, quiet, ſafety, all | 
That wiſdom's thought to teach, 
Submitted to the vaſt deſire 


To keep the empire ſtill entire, 
Or periſh in the breach. 


AN 
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AN ODE OF CONDOLENCE, 


ADDRESSED TO Lord G E GIM x. 


Y Lord, you're hurt by fooliſh praiſe; 
At yon vile ſycophants dull lays, 
Indignant bluſhes riſe ! 


They add ſuperfluous diſgrace ; 
——Your friend with honey daubs your face, 
To drive away the flies ! 


Did FERDINAN DO ever mutter, 
„ You robb'd your babes of bread and butter,“ 
Or lov'd domeſtic ftrife ! | 
K —— dacred you keep the marriage tie, 
f And never caſt a wanton eye 
On female — but your wife. 


Dax TMourR, tis true, had left his poſt; 
Ere all America was loſt, | 
He call'd for your aſſiſtance; 
Your charaRer the ſaint ſurpriſes, 
For higher ftill your courage riſes, 
As danger's at a diſtance ! 


But ſince your Lordſhip's at the helm, 

You'd ſcarcely fave both King and Realm; 
Were Rebels on the borders 

RicyMmonD and SHELBURNE muſt knock under, 

The Miniſtry may ſafely blunder, 


You'll ſolve diſcordant orders. 
One 
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One truth, at t laſt, our ſtateſmen feel, 
That rebel Yankies ſcorn to knee], 
I To this or t'other Lord; 
DarTMouTH ſings penitential pſalms, 
G- nx reſumes his Minden qualms, 


And drops his wooden ſword. 


Early in Bu Ac's ® your courage ſhone, 
And Fontenoy firſt made you known; 
—— Expos'd your timid heart ; 
You dar'd the field, and honour died; 
Callous to ſhame—you roſe in pride, 
To play a traitor's part. 


In twenty odes your acts Tl ſing, 

How you traduc'd the fame of Byng, 
—PBetray'd your high command: 

You pleaded Clergy to the crime, 

Yet ſtill the Muſe with cauſtic rhime, 
Shall burn your trembling hand ! 


The Jaurel wither'd on your head, 
We'll wreathe the olive in its ſtead : x... x 
And when you're mixt with duſt, 


Your tomb ſhall boaſt a ſecret ſpell, 
The German tongue your deeds ſhall tell, 


— Yon Aſpin form your buſt | 


* His Lordſhip was then Lieutenant Colonel to Brag's Re- 
giment. 


AN 
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An ODE, appresseDd To Lord G x 
Gx, ON HIs APPROACHING D1$880LUTION, 


8 
M Y Lord, to celebrate your praiſe, 
Your periſhable fame to raiſe, 
And brighten S——'s name: 
My flowing numbers wildly great, 
Shall ſpeak your merit—now compleat ! 
Reſiſting more than ſhame. 


| II. 
Alas ! how callous to this wound, 


No ſpark of honour to be found, 
Within your cancred heart : 
Vet still to keep your nauſeous breath, 
| Survive a ſentence worſe than death, 
Out-plays a traitor's part 


III. 
Yes | Hiſtory's remoteſt page, 
To Britons with indignant rage, 
| Shall make your fame revive : 
When you diſſolve in crumbling duſt, 
And moulded clay ſhall form your buſt, 
, Then S—LLE's name ſhall live 
IV. 
Your victories ſhall marble grace, 
Your German trophies we ſhall trace, 
Diſplay'd o'er Minden's plain: 
While Fame revers'd , her trumpet ſounds, 
Reclining honour counts her wounds, 
' Departing in diſdain, 
The ſagacious reader will eafily diſcover, that the poſition 
of fame alludes to Hudibras's deſcription of that double-mouth- 


ed goddeſs. ; 
; Oo A ſolid, 


. — eo nr " 
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V. 
A ſolid, ſenſelefs form i ingrate, 
In attitude of ſervile ſtate, 
Shall your perfections ſhow : _ 
Briſk Nx D your proweſs ſhall relate, 


And C—— fhall mourn your fate, 
THAT MONUMENT « OF WOE. 


FT So FT A M. 


 Þ ORD Burx, his ambition * wiſdom, to ſhew, 
Reſign'd the green ribbon, and put on the blue. 

To two ſtrings already, the Peer's been preferr'd, — 

Odd numbers are lucky - pray give him a third, 


OT OE SEO 
ADDRESSED To THE Gxius or SCOTLAND. 


WEE P Scotia weep, and thy hard fate de plore, 
Since dire rebellion quits thy ſiniling dre; ; 


Around her ſtandard, ſtubborn Yankies fig bt, 
And rob North Pritons of their antient Hehe: 


Who in full ehorus lift their voice and ſing, 
« Scotchmen alone ſhould fight againft their King.“ 


SCOTCH LOYALTY, ALWAYS THE SAME, 
AN EPIGRAM. 


SCOTCHMEN ; are virtual rebels their own way, 
They ſhun the Court, but in the camp betray ; 
Of 5 and fraud, vile Sawney bears the ſeed, 


The down and pricktes of his nation's werd. RR 
TH E 
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THE BIRTH DAY, 


ou ND ———5 chair, in triple rows, 
The Courtiers ſtood to gaze, 
And every tongue in ftatt'ry dipt, 
Bedaub'd him o'er with praife. 


by - 
* 
* 
Þ 


I pray you friend, fays furly Joux, 
Who ſtood behind the chair, 

Do, ope that window, and let out 
This d corrupted air. 


ö A Monopy in TRI Houst or Commons, 


1 R G'd to come down, and prefs'd to ſtay, 
How ſhall I while flow time away ? 
From PEngui how defend me 


Oh! TowesRRNn, could my hand like ny” 
Command the comic pencil's line, 


Yon groups would. welt befriend me. 


T hat gift denied, perhaps the muſe © 
Her pleaſing aid may not refuſe, a | 
But tuneful notes inſpire; : | 
And now ſhe mourns o'er HAN RT's duſt, 
May theſe revering fingers truſt, 
To touch his broken re. 


Then ſtrike the chord, for 8. ſpeaks, 
And, reaſon's foe, erude motion makes 
From mental indigeſtion - 
Yet here the babbler's craft is frown, 
Who 'ſcapes by riſing ere tis known, 
The damning roar for 2 
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1, ſtern ſcowling, cannot bear 
That worthleſs heads ſhould honours wear, 
But under foot would trample; 
And who his patriot word will doubt, 


That recollects he turn'd one out 
A fit and great example. 


What tho' away thy audience run, 

A proceed, that boar begun, 
Meduſa could not ſtill em; 

For when you're up, if guts complain, 

The long hour comes to eaſe their pain, 
To empty or to fill em. 


Ah CrarLes | Would ſome bleſt power divide, 
Thyſelf from thee, that hand might guide 
The helm and rule the nation; 
But now thy whole's ſo ill combin d, 
We praiſe the tongue, and give the mind 
Our ſcorn and execration. 


When B. his thunder hurl:d around, 


The trembling ftring refus'd to ſound, 
Th' admiring nine careſs'd him.: 


And whilſt he heaven and earth defied, 
Smil'd on the mighty madman's pride, 
Convinc'd the God poſſeſt him. 


Like as the kind attendant ſhower, 
Ordain'd to check the lightning's power, 
Secures the world from burning ; 
So D-—, that diſguſting form, 
And voice is ſent to ſtay the ſtorm 
Of dang'rous parts and learning. 


Wit, 
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Wit, malice, cunning, knowledge, ſenſe, 


Together braze with impudence 
From fam'd Hibernian quarry ; 

Sharp ſet this weapon will be fit 

To arm a SHELBURNE, ſtab a PITT, 
In ſhort—will be a B— 


Peace to the reſt ; for faction now 

To ſhield her ſons, with poppied brow, 
Bids H ſtand before me ; 

Goddeſs the potent charm I own, 

Sleep lulls the houſe, the mule is flown, 
And dullneſs creeps all o'er me. 


From Sr. STEPHEN's CHAPEL, Nov. 21. 
| * 


A N 1 


| ADDRESSED*TO THE AUTHOR or THE Moxopr. 


* 


O Bard ! whene'er you rhime again, 
In blacker tints pray dip your pen, 
The muſe's aid implore ; - 
Perchance a tragic muſe may ſtoop 
To ſing of that heroic groupe, 
On t'other fide the floor. 


And yet—to raiſe their laurels higher, 


Aſks not the chord of your dull lyre, 
Touch'd by the quill of gooſe ; 


But ſuch a cord as oft you ſee 


On Hounſlow's plain ſwung o'er a tree, 
And ending in a nooſe, 


— — — 
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Tho? none (like TwiTcaes) filch a purſe, 

With pirates or with thieves canverſe, 
Nor cut a ſingle throat; 

To rob three millions at a 3 

Or butcher thouſands is no crime; 

| | | . Hence are our fleets afloat, 

11 With ev'ry brute of Noah's ark, 

1 Legions of human brutes embark, 
Vot'ries to fward and fire: 

May half, like S-cKVv—LLE prove alert, 

Like Co- N W- II t'other half deſert ! 
From conſcience - not for hire. 


Young bees forſake their native hive, 
By travel—and by toils they thrive, 
With eaſe and plenty dwell; 
Say, when the parent-ſwarm hath flown, 
Tho' rich in honey of their own, 
To plunder ey'ry cell? 


That this be juſt—hear yon SC——b gang; 
Hear G1sBy's * and DunD—s's + twang, 

The genius of ſtarvation |! 
< The faulchion's edge - the cannon's thunder, 
Shall make America knock-under, 

Or ruin either nation.“ 


— 


Sawney 4 bring up your corps of hlacks, 
Set oliv'd Indians on their backs, 

The Ruſs beat out their brains! 
The Switzer too ſhall leave his Alps, 
With Britons deal for Britiſh fcalps, 


The only trade remains 
Sir Gm B— ELL—T. 


+ Jud. Adv. of Scot-——d. 
» I AlEX— WEDDERB=n—, 


7 
ELL—$B5 
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ELL—s “ come next — thou boar of boars, 
The oldeſt boar within theſe doors; 
Yet In—s 4, tis agreed, 
The boar fam'd Meleager flew, 


Was a poor harmleſs boar to you, 
Of Caledonia's breed, 


THURL—E f approach with rugged Dick I, 
Both ſly and ſaucy as Old Nick, 

Avow your Bedford-creed : 
So void of ſenſe - ſo damn'd audacious, 
Hotter than that of Athanaſius : 

A direful one indeed ! 


Next for a Nap behind the clock, 

$ While STANL—v and the Sur—y Cock 81 
Upon their legs appear. 

Then pauſe awhile, my dear Sir Grey , 

And ere you make me run away, 


This for your Maſter's ear : 


6 Boreas + , whoſe bloated bluſt ring jowl, 
Can urge the ſtorm, or can controul, 

« Keep not ſo bold a fail ! | 
„ There's ſcarce a man will ſtand the deck; 
&« The veſſel lies a perfect wreck ; 

„ She'll founder in the gale !” 


Right Hon, W- ELL—-s, 
T Late memb for Ile tr. 
1 Attor—— Gen fl. 
| Ricy—D Ric-y, Pay — r Gen. 
§ Col. Ovs1—. 
** Sir G1 — Coo, Lord Nu's Secret=y, 
11 LN x. 
| Tur 


[ 
"q 
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TRR RETREAT of THE T'en TrHousAnD: A 
ConsoLaToRy OpE, ADDRESSED To LokD 
G. G. By THE AUTHOR oF LoRD CH——11's 
PrRoPHECY. 


Quid bellicoſus Cantaber, et Scythe 


Herpine Quinti, Cogitet Adria 
iviſus objecto, remittas 


Quercre H OR. 


6 E, my Lord - tho' Howe is fled, 

Don't look fo pale —and hang your head 
Like Neunc'mar at Hin-doſ-tan: 

Th' Atlantic fea is no bad ſcreen, 

And that (you know) ſtill lows between 

Pall-Mall—and Rebel Boſton. 


For want of Rhode-iſle hogs and beeves, 

The troops ſtole off, like valiant thieves, 
To look for better quarters ; 

And ſpite of what your Gazette tells, 

The Yankies fiſh in ponds and wells *, 
For cannon balls and mortars. 


Your horſes too were left behind, 
' —S$tzrv*d— and unfound in limb and wind, 
Tis no great loſs they're taken: 
Such ſteeds at Minden had you pot, 
Tho' Gransy ſpurr'd—they cou'dn't trot, 
This would have ſav'd your bacon, 


„Lord MANSFIELD and Sawney WEDDERBURNE both 


agree in opinion, that the fiſhery-bill was only deſigned to pre- 


vent their fiſhing in the open ſeas; any thing in the prohibitory 
bill to the — notwithſtanding. 


Chaunting 


D 


oth 
bre 
ory 
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Chaunting of pſalms the victors come, 
Beating Te Deum on the drum, 
And dancing to the fife : 
The Yankey now no more afraid, 


May * tarry with the timid maid, 


Or kiſs his faithful wife. 


I hope your army found ſome means 

To fave your fine + theatric ſcenes 
From being maul'd —and pepper d; 

As Nova Scotia, in that caſe, 

May ſee B— ROE reſume his place, 
And act the þ gentle ſhepherd | 


Tre General now his ware | unpacks, 
Sir GREY and F--nDyYCE may go ſnacks, 
Without 


This word is thus explained by a traveller : at their uſual 
time the old couple retire to bed, leaving tne young ones to 
ſettle matters as they can, who having ſat up as long as they 
think proper, get into bed together alſo, but without pulling 
off their under garment, in order to prevent ſcandal.—If the 
parties agree, it is all very well; the banns are publiſned, and 


they are married without delay.” 


Banbury's Travels through N. America. 

+ The maid of the Oaks, and the ſiege of Boſton' (as Mr, 
B— Gx ſeemed diffatisfied with the — one) both done by 
the ſame author, were frequently repreſented. This celebra- 
ted ſtrolling company of Comedians have quitted Boſton, and 
intend —— for the ſummer ſeaſon at Halifax. Arcord- 
ing to privat letters received by Lord $--nD==ch: (of which 
the Gazette takes no notice) the roof of the meeting -houſe 
(converted into a theatre by expreſs orders of a council of war) 


was deſtroyed by the ſhells; and the wardrobe and curtain w were 


conſiderably damaged. 
1 PaTiz and ROGER, 


y Goods of all ſorts bene been configried to the genetsl, by 


Ie diſpenſing power of admiralty and treaſury licences z and 


_ (it 
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Without committing treaſon. 
If Les will dance a loyal jig, 
He'll get a ſugar-plumb---or fig, 

And taſte a Treas'ry raiſin, 


There let the truſty Heſſians ſteer, 
The rifle-men will quake thro? fear, 
| And Yaugars ſhoot them dead, 
— Heiſter has finger'd H—rv—y's * gold; 
But *till the wind is fair, — he's told) 
To vomit at Spithead. 


Away the dear bought cut-throats go 
To fight a windmill (your old foe) 
Yet hear one ſerious truth : 
Without much ſorrow we ſhall read 
How + Sclatzen--Knotzen, Blatzchun bleed, 
--- Unleſs we break a tooth. 


But friends demand the plaintive lay, 

With whom I paſs'd youth's joyous day, 
| And felt a ſoldier's pride; 

His wit and virtues cou'd I ſpeak ! 

I figh'd, and tears bedew'd my cheek 


When ABERCROMBY died. 


To Conway. tune no venal lyre, 
Revere the genuine Patriot's fire, 


miſſioners to hold an annual fair each fall, and to ſell peace, 
groceries, and haberdaſhery, to all the Americans who will 
ſubmit and lay down their arms. 

General H- v - prevailed on him to ſail, without the 
ſecond diviſion, by giving him a doſe of aurum putabile in his | 
hock. 

7 The names of oben in the Brunſnic guards, 


| 

| 

| 

(it is ſaid) that Lord Howe has obtained a patent for the com- 
t 

I 

0 


(Such | 


— 
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(Such whigs are out of date:) 
He loves his country---loves her laws; 
For her alone his ſword he draws, 


: 
--- The ſoldier of the ſtate. [ 
W | 


Germans will ſtand th' electric ſhock, 
| If you provide ſour-crout and hock, 
| Or elſe you'll meet reproaches : 
With harden'd hearts, and hopes elate, 
May they, like Pharoah, fink in ſtate, 4 
All coffin'd in their * coaches, q 


Did you the glorious treaty ſign ? | 

Who but G--RM--NE cou'd e'er divine, | 
Of algebraic head, = 

That as nine taylors make a man, | | 

Three wounded Heſſians (on that plan) 
Are equal to one + dead? 


Old + IsRAEL ſhook his new-ground ſpear, 
And Yankey | GeoRGE hung on the rear, 
While $ Gran, with fear and ſhame, 
His knapſack ſtuff d with * * Highland oats, 
Brave Howe and HoTsPuR call'd the boats, 
--- Tom GaGct could do the ſame, 


® Theſe lineal deſcendants of Hengiſt, have laid in a large 
ſtock of old hock, and refuſed (tho' tranſports are ſcarce) to: 
fail without their coaches, as they have ſome thoughts of ſet- 
tling in America. Lord MansFIELD fays, their claims by 
hereditary right are unqueſtionable. The argument ſtands 
1 thus England being the mother country, Heſſe is the grand- 
| mother; as the Engliſh (I appeal to Mr. ACACPHERSON) can 
only be conſidered as coloniſed Heſſians. 
+ © By the Heiſian treaty, three wounded men ſhall be 
reckoned as one killed, and paid for accordingly.” 
See the Parliamentary Regiſter. 
t IsRaer PurxwaAu. | 
Grog WASHINGTON, 
$ General Grant, „ Vincit Amor patriæ. 


[s 
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Is this the way, moſt valorous Lord, 
«© To deſtine rebels to the cord.” 

Or conquer at Quebec ? 
In ſpite of every * witty boaſt, 
Howe ſwings along a barren coaſt, 

--- He cou'dn't fave his neck | 
_ Theſe glorious triumphs you may tell, 
No doubt they'll have a magic ſpell, 

And make 'Squire Boobies willing 
To grant ſupplies at every check, 
— Give them the plunder of a + wreck, 

They'll vote another ſhilling. 
Unfit to wield the martial blade, 
You choſe the ſtate affaflin's trade, 

Your country to undo : 
--- As copper, tho' no warlike mettle, 
Can poiſon the domeſtic kettle, 

And ſo reſembles you. 


In one of General How's Letters, his excellency makes 


a deſperate attempt to be witty ;z—but pe nr ſeems to 
be bis military maxim for wit as well as war. The rebels, 


(fays he) are hors du danger, if their necks are as ſafe as mine, 
viz, Boſton Neck. — But as this is his firſt bon- mot, perhaps he 
will improve in the courſe of the campaign. | 


+ Mr. Bu Ce — bill 1 by —— | 
—— var — — — rights to all 
deo- dands. 5 | g 
To Ma. GARRICK, on Taz Rzrokr or His 

| LEAVING THE: STAGE, | 
L'X 7 HE N—rarely now to public eyes confeſt— 
The ſun of SHAKESPEARE beams on Gar- 
' RICK'S breaſt, | | 
To circling crowds he deals the electric fire, 
As joy or grief, as love or rage, inſpire. 


Such 
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Such ſtorms of mirth once eaſy PrITCHARD rais'd, 
Such watry eyes on melting CinBer gaz'd ;z— - 
But ah] their chaplets fade beneath the tomb,— 
On =arricx's head may wreaths more laſting bloom 
But ſay, ſhall Fame declare, while SHAKesPEARE 
dies, 
His old confed'rate, England's Roscivs, flies ? 
Sees SMITH inter his lover” s cold remains, 
And ſavage MACKLIN hang his kings in chains? 
Nature's plain dreſs, far off lets Reppin fling, 
And lead her forth a prim, patch'd, powder'd thing ? 
Shall equal wrong attend his publiſh'd lays, 
Where critic ivy choaks poetic bays ? 
His obvious ſenſe ſhall WarBuRrToN refine, 
And Hanmer ſmooth each nobly rugged line! 
His language T13BALD, vamp with faithleſs art, 
And Urrox's learning freeze his plaſtic heart? 
Shall final ruin Jonxvsow, STEEvENs, bring, 
Who clog, with notes of lead, his active wing; 
While preſs'd he ſinks, and but ſurvives to tell, 
That Sexton CA EL tolls his paſſing. bell? 
GARRICE | *tis thine his ſuff ring worth to ſhield, 
Beſtride the vanquiſh'd, and regain the field 
One meaning glance of eyes like thine, can ſhow, 
What lab'ring critics boaſt in vain to know. 
Once more let Cawpor graſp his midnight ſteel, 
And Jon his wiſh half utter, half conceal ; 
In Death's fad hour bid gay MercuTIo ſmile, 
Or ſportive Pattie Auſtria's calf revile ; 
Elfe, idly ſcu]ptur'd, HameBE's God appears 
A boaſt of wealth, a ſight for gaping peers? 
For while thy tongue deſerts his friendleſs ſtrain, 
Thy generous hand has rear'd his ſhrine in vain. 
4 InscaiBED 
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Insc RIED WiTHIN A Tower WHICH MAKES 

PART: OF A RUINED CASTLE, RBRECTBD LATE=- 

LY AT WIMPLE, THE SEAT OF THE EARL or 
HanDwWICKE, IN CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 


HEN * HENRY ſtemm'd Ierne's ſtormy flood, 
And bow'd to Britain's yoke her ſavage brood; 
When by true courage and falſe zeal impelPFd 
+ RicHarD, encamp'd on Salem's palmy field; 
On towers like theſe, EARL, Baron, VAvaso, 
Hung higb their banners waving in the air; 
Free, hardy, proud, they brav'd their feudal lord, 
And tried their rights by ordeal of the ſword ; 
Now the full board with Chriftmas plenty crown'd, 
Now ravag'd and oppreſs'd the country round; 
Vet Freedom's cauſe once rais'd the civil broil, 
And Macna CHART A cod the glorious tail. 
Spruce modern villas different ſcenes afford 
The Patriot Baronet, the Courtier Lord, 
Gently amus'd now waſte the ſummer's day, 
In Book-room, Print-room, or in Ferme Ormiee, 
While wit, champaign, and pines and poetry, 
Virtù and ice, the genial feaft ſupply. 
But hence the poor are cheriſh'd, artifts fed, 
And Vanity relieves — in Bounty's ſtead. 
Oh! might our age in happy concert join, 
The manly virtues of the Norman line, 
With the true ſcience and juſt taſte, which raiſe 
High in each uſeful art theſe modern days 
+* Hemy BH. | 
+ Richad I, 


Tax zun of Parr II. 


F O R 


T 


Op (written in 1768) To Lapy ISABELLA * 
STANHOPE, ON HER BIRTH-Day, 


it Cangia-cangia conſiglio Pazzarella che ſei.” 
Taſſo's Amintas 
« Se ſapeſſi una volta 
Qual è gratia, eventura 
L'eſſer amato il poſſedere amando 
Un riamante core, 
So ben' io, che direſti ; 
Dolce vita amoroſa 


Perche $i tardi nel mio cor VENISTI ?” 8 
Guar. Paſtor-Fido. 


I, 

EIL E ſome vain muſe, deluded with the zeal, 
Which youthful bards inſpir'd by beauty feel, 

Her feſtive garland brings, 

Suffer, dear girl, one ſober friend, 
His cypreſs with thoſe flow'rs to blend; 

Attentive as he ſings! 1 
Come, let's lament the jocund days are paſt, 
ament whole years have run their courſe ſo faſt, 
And that thy peerleſs charms have but few more 
do laſt: 


® Third daughter of the earl of Harrington. | 
R When 


Em 
When this the language of the town 
<6 Can nothing but an earl go down ? 
I tremble leſt her bloom ſhould fade, 


And, after all, ſhe die a maid !” 


II. 


Sure in fair Albion's land was never ſeen 
A ſtatelier form - a more majeſtic mein; 
| Limbs of ſuch caſt as thine ; 
Features thou haft of chaſeſt mould, 
Lips that make ARCHER's look too cold, 
In ſpite of their carmine, 

Not Bux R'Rx's cheek boaſts more becoming hue; 
Complexion thou haſt paragon'd by few ; 
A countenance as ſweet as either FoRBES * or 


CREW E: | | 
How evidently thro? the cloaths 
That pulpy thigh its ripeneſs ſhews'; | 
Can pins reſtrain thy wanton breaſt ! 
It heaves, and thou art half undreſs'd. 1 


III. 
Vet know—the full-blown flow'r is ſhortly clos'd : 


Fruits when mature, to the firſt guſt expos'd, 
Fall taſteleſs, and decay; 
Soon fhall that boſom, fluſn'd with pride, 
Abaſh'd—its little rofes hide — 
Its lillies die away, 
Sce + FiTZRoY—angel once as thou art now; 
Spoilt is her ſhape, and rude enough her brow, 4 


Thoꝰ none leſs ravag'd for her years we muſt allow: 
Nay, folks ſtill hold 'tis hard to tell 


| If more inviting, ſhe or BELL; 

| Nor yields the mother to the daughter 
| For eyes of moſt voluptuous water. 
| 
| 
| 


* Forbes, now counteſs of Granard. 
ft Lady Caroline Fitzroy, counteſs of Harrington, was, at 
the time of her marriage, a beauty of the firſt luſtre, 
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IV. 


What then ſhall STAxmovs do! —nay, God forbid! 
As ſenſeleſs * Dasawoop, or as + SHIRLEY did, 
Chill veſtals out of date; 
They, whoſe ambition ſoar'd ſo high, 
(Taught humbler maxims) by-the-by 
Repented—when too late. 
Tho' PEMBRNOKE, SPENCER, LEINSTER,, ſtill 
be fair; 
Tho' WALDEGRAVE is but little worſe for wear, 
Poor Hat*#ox has neither teeth nor hair. 
Draw nearer home and let us ſee, 
How ſad a change in t EmiLy 
Who but laſt ſpring a fav'rite toaſt, 
Is now an il]-conditioned ghoſt ! 


V.$ 
Nor triumph thou at an inſidious age, 


Think when | Mackenzie left this mortal ſtage, 


Now mou! d'ring i in the tomb; 
SUFFOLK—exulted in her prime, 


* Norris—tho' ſhe had loſt no time, 
Hop'd to protract her doom: 


* To this lady's inflexible paſſion for grandeur, we owe Mr. 
Hammond's much-admired elegies. 


+ Lady Frances Shirley, daughter of earl Ferrers. 


t Second daughter of the earl of Harrington, and wife to 
the earl of Barrymore. 


The perſons mentioned in this ſtanza all died within the 
courſe of the preceding year, under thirty years of age. 


Eldeſt daughter of the earl of Harrington, and e to 
lord viſcount Fortroſe. 


The celebrated Kitty Fiſher. 
R 2 While 
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While a whole nation weeps o'er ® RussELL's bier, 
+ Lothario-YoRKE, ſtopp'd in his gay career, 
And thy own 1 Howarp's ſhade,—claim a be- 
nignant tear, 


Could youth—could beauty—virtue fave, 
The SUTHERLANDs & had yet no grave; 


Or-could we gain from heav'n above 
One model of connubial love, 


VI. 


Say, as at Ranelagh you walk the round, 
Feel ev'ry ſtep imprinting the ſame ground, | 
Theſe hapleſs ! trod before, | | 
At Court—at Almack's—at Soho, 
Each crouded circle where you go, 
Sink not the ſpirits low'r? 
Midſt the EcLAr of an enchanting ſcene, 
Bent as thou art on mirth, I ſhrewdly ween, 
'There riſe ſome awful melancholy thoughts be- ( 


tween. 


While be it own'd in thee we find 

Symptoms of no conſumptive kind; 

Yet too high blood doth oft expoſe 

To riſks, alas! which | T——$sH—D knows, 


— 


Francis Ruſſel, marquis of Taviſtock. : 


+ His royal highneſs frequently acted the part of Lothario 
to private audiences, 


| t Preſumptive heir of the duke of Norfolk, and an ad- 
mirer of Lady Bell Stanhope. 


& Earl, and counteſs of Sutherland. 


| Honourable miſs T-—ſh—d, daughter of lord viſcount 
Townſhend=-ſhe married a lieutenant of infantry, 


1 
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VII. 
Nor deem it raſhly done if we ſurmiſe 
Judging by jeſts, by vigour, and by ſize, 
As well as by the face, 
You're rather of the * mother's breed 
Than HARRINOTOx's, for his, indeed, 
Should prove a puny race: 
Some (ENTRE NOUS) preſumptuouily may doubt, | 
Weak as he ſeems, and harraſs'd by the gout, 1 
If ſhe had e'er lain-in, had never he lain out, 1 
Tho! verily it matters not 
g By whom, or when, or where begot, 
| Unqueſtion'd your reputed fire ö 
Had he but force, as he has fire. | | 
VIII. I | 
Here be our praiſe to that induſtrious king, 
From whoſe prolific loins you doubtleſs ſpring, 
For rare examples ſhewn ; 
How pleaſantly we ſpend our lives, 
Seducing virgins—and for wives, 
Sparing— none but our own, 
The royal lecher ſketch'd out the deſign, 
But to approve to reliſh—to refine, 
This was a glorious taſk left for the G Aro line, 
Sweet ſcenes at Richmond, or the Toy t, 
That guſt of pleaſure to enjoy, 
Which CHARLES's high-attemper'd vein 
Brought from the borders of the SEINE f. 


* « Et commiſcendo cam ſemen forte virile 
Foemina commu'xit ſubita vi, corripuitque 
Tum ſimiles matrum materr.o ſemine fiunt,“ 
Lucret. Lib. 4. 


+ At Hampton- Court, 
1 Alluding to his reſidence at Paris when in exile, 


IX. 


3 —— 


1 
IX. 
This leſſon you have early learnt by heart, 


« True rapture, only ſuits the matron's park; 

So dull in days of yore | 

When hands at church no ſooner join'd, 
The bride was to her houſe confin'd, 

Could flirt - could rake no mod : 
Wedlock was then eſteem'd a ſervile yoke ; 
Now 'tis improv'd to a convenient cloak, 

And all old-faſhion'd vows as ſoon as made are f 
broke. 
Worſe ſteps than ever HUNTER took, 
In P—cy or in Bo KE 
Are proofs of the politeſt To," 
Too ſpirited for one alone. 
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Men in theſe days too knowing to be bit, \ 
More coyly to the nuptial bourn A . 
Of beauty er T>&ond ; 


Without raſh ſchemes, or hair. breadth ſcapes, 
Without ſham covenants, or rapes, 
Or plunging i in a pond, | 

Thanks to the pious call of Price and Hayes, . 

A Charlotte, Harriot, Sophy, quickly lay; 
The head-ſtrong paſſions you—or young ALME- 

RIA . raiſe, 

Patricians have the beſt excuſe 

Who paid, receive the marriage-nooſe, 

Barter a title, or a ſtar, 

For credit, eaſt of Temple-Bar, 


Lady Almeria Carpenter, 


XI. 
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XI. 
Caſt but your eyes on a long ſtring of peers, 
They and their dames together by the ears, 
What an alarming ſight ! 
Prepar'd, perhaps, to cuff and ſcold 
Before the Halcyon ſheet grew cold, 
E'en on the wedding night; 
Others again, full many a luſtre “ ſtaid, 
Of churliſh broils, or cuckoldom afraid, 
Then ſagely took to wite—their miſtreſs, or their 
maid, | 
Such are approv'd of HERE and THERE, 
In modern ſtile - a happy pair /” 
Keep (without turning out of doors) 
She her gallants, and he his whores, 
| A 
Many count woman ſcarce a guinea's worth, 
With Bobv'RIE's figure, with NoRTHUMBRIA's 
birth, 
With Warren's grace and air: 
Nay you might add (if you thought fit) 
To BEAUFORT's meekneſs, half LANE's wit: 
Full half ſhe has to ſpare, 
Thoſe few a calm—domeſtic life preferr'd, 
By others fame, or others fate deterr'd, 5 
Dar'd never aſk at all, nor, aſking, would be heard, 
For ſay—excepting + ABINGDON, 
(And him we look upon as gone) 
If BErRKELEY from the liſts withdrew, 
Is there another Earl would do: 


* The Romans reckoned by their ſacrifices of luſtration, 
held in the city every fifth year. 

+ Earl of Abingdon, then under an engagement of marri- 
unge to mils Warren. 
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| XIII. 
Nor bluſh at our repeating BERKELEY's name 
Known is your choice—a choice which none can 
blame, 
There ſenſe and honour join : 
He gazes—fighs—adores each charm 
W hat ſhews his love hath done no harm ? 
Feaſting, and EM-BON-POINT, 


Worſe come to worſt—when you begin to break, 


A ſure reſource is leſt, you ſtill may take 

Some rich, old nabob, or ſome batter'd rake : | 
Rather another twelve-month ſtay ; 
God ſend there be no room to ſay |! 
As is the caſe of this our ſong, 


6 Better it had not been fo long.” 


True PLANETS—A COMPANION TO THE PLEI- 


ADES, (See page 42.) | 
ITH charming CHoLMONDELEY well one 
- might 

Paſs all the day and half the night; b 
From MoxTacv's more fertile mind, 
Perpetual ſource of pleaſure find; 
Of Tully's Latin, Homer's Greek, 
With learned CARTER I could ſpeak : 
While to politeneſs, wit and ſenſe, 
GREVILE can teach indifference - 
With grave Macavray I'd debate, 
The means to ſave a ſinking ſtate : 
With THRALE converſe in pureſt caſe 
Of letters, life, and languages ; 
But if I dare to talk with Crewe, 
My heart, my peace, my eaſe - adieu 4 
| * » MYP 5 y T 0 
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TO PINCHE V. 


N eaſtern realms 'tis oft the weakeſt man, 

& With ideot counſel rules the grave divan ; 
Nor there perhaps alone ſuch wonders reſt, W 
| 

| 

| 


But reach the confines of th' enlighten'd Weſt ; 
Where ſome Dull Leader, fixt by partial fate, 
Now turns a button, now o'erturns a ſtate : i 
Now for his boys a whiſtle carves in wood, 
Now ſigns a warrant for a nation's blood : 

The place of kings thus Toymens pupils take, 
And wield the ſceptre they were born to make. | 
Turn cruel PixchEVY *, lengthen yet the ſcore, } 
And try thy mon-rch at one corkſcrew more, 

Leſt England's ſons a game like thine ſhould play, 
Nor keep that workman thou haſt turn'd away. 


AMERICAN EPIGRAM.+ 
QOME mice deep intrench'd in a rich Cheſhire 
cheeſe, 
Grimalkin long wiſh'd to devour, 
Secure, from their numbers, they liv'd at their caſe, 
And bravely defied all his power. 


In vain all the day he ſat watching their holes, 
All his tricks and his force were in vain ; 

Each effort convinc'd him the vermin had ſouls, 
Determin'd their cheeſe to maintain. 

Grimalkin, deep vers'd i in political ſchools, 
Aﬀected the ſiege to give o'er, 

Suppoſing the mice were ſuch ignorant fools, 
They would venture abroad as before, 


. * P. ſome time ago was reported to have taken offence at 
his pupil, and to have diſcarded him. 


+ From a Boſton news-paper, printed in October, 1775. 
But 
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But as he retreated, a ſpirited mouſe, | 
Whom Time had bedappl'd with grey, 
Cry'd, “ All your fineſſe we don't value a ſous, 
«© No more to your cunning a prey. 
c This cheeſe by poſſeſſion we claim as our own, 
« Fair Freedom the claim doth approve ; 


&« Our wants are but few, and her bleſſings alone, 
« Sufficient thoſe wants to remove. 


& No cat will we own, with ambition run mad, 
« Forour KING ſo move off in a trice; 
« If we find, from exper'ence, a KING muſt be had, 
« That KING ſhall be choſe by the MICE.“ 


A MODERN INVOCATION To a Cook: Mai, By 
M. K 5 OF WE Cor. C | on 


Ne ſit ancillz tibi amor pudori, 


prius inſolentem, 
Serva Briſcis niveo colore 
Movit Achillem. Hors 


E” OME and crown your lover's wiſhes, 
Vain's the taſk you now purſue, 

Leave, ah leave, your pewter diſhes, 
Think not they can ſhine like you, 


Though no borrow'd airs befriend you, 
Careleſs beauty wins the heart, 

And if Nature's ſmells attend you, 
Health is ſweeter far than art. 


What, though curling ſteams around thee, 
Quick in circling eddies play, 

Beauty's luſtre might confound me, 
Did not that obſcure its ray. 


| 


MS 

While you ſcrub that radiant pewter, 
That reflects your roſy hue, þ 

Who'd not wiſh to be a ſuitor, 

To its bright reflection too. 


What, tho' low and mean your place is, | | 
Still you ſhine with native pride, 

And your rags diſcover graces, 

Which brocades would only hide. 


ELEGY To THE MEMORY OF THE LATE KING. 


PE ACE to thy royal ſhade, illuſtrious King! 
Sleep ſweetly on beneath thy blazon'd tomb; 
Nor yet be ſtartled, tho” a tale I ſing, 


Might call up ſpirits from the ſtygian gloom. 
How bleſt were once the ſubjects of thy ſway |! 

And bleſſings ſtill they hop'd from ſuch a root. 
But ah | the flatt'ring proſpect fades away 

Keen northern blaſts have ſpoilt the promis'd fruit! 
The darling object of the Britiſh ſtate, 

A native prince, on whom we counted high, 
No ſooner mounted on thy vacant ſeat, 

Than joy began to ſmile in ev'ry eye. 


- — — : * — 
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But, ah ! how dark are heav'n's myſterious ways! 
In error's mazes how are mortals led! 

Blafted the wreaths, and wither'd all the bays, 
We fondly wove to crown his regal head. 


The partial minion, fraught with ſubtle wiles, 
Soon gain'd his confidence by helliſh art : 
Nor can the nation's cenſures, nor her ſmiles, 
Correct his judgment, or reform his heart, 
S 2 Alas 
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Alas | how blind to fortune, and to fame, 
Muſt be the prince who hugs within his breaſt 
A foe that always cavill'd at his claim, 
And ſtrove the ſceptre from his hand to wreſt, 


Yet ſuch there i is—ye heav'ns forgive the ſight ! 
Nor cou'd a Juxius wake him from his dream; 

In vain the people pray. the patriots write, 

He nods ſupine o'er Tweeda's tainted ſtream, 


IIl-fated hour! when on thy guileleſs youth, 
The northern ſtar its baneful influence ſhed, 


Turn'd all thy footſteps from the ways of truth, 
And mark'd to vengeance thy 


Can nothing rouze thee— nothing wake thy ſoul? 
O may ſome viſion of the midnight hour, 
Some dying CHARLEs before thy fancy roll, 
And teach thee goodneſs equal to thy pow'r { 
| Remember, Sire, or, if thou haſt not read, 
Turn o'er the ſad, but wiſe hiſtoric page; 
There was a people ſold their prince's head, 
And there are villains born in ev'ry age. 
Oh then awake] the voice of truth attend | 
And tho? the novel ſound may grate thine ear, 
Reſolve at laſt to be thy country's friend ; 
For all thy peace and ſafety center there. 


*Tis heav'n that ſpeaks ; ; and tho? thou art a King; 

In ſpite of fraud, in fawning flattery's ſpite, 
Thou ſoon or late, ſhalt feel the truths I ſing, 
For all thy conduct muſt be brought to light. 


And what a weight thy lab'ring ſoul will preſs ! 
How wilt thou ſtand amid the dark deſpair, 
When millions tell thee all their deep diftreſs 


Could never pierce thine adamantine ear? 


ee 
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In time be wiſe drive traitors from thy breaſt ; 


And let the juſt, the honeſt round thee move: 


So ſhall the ſinking ſtate once more be bleſt, 


And thou be happy in thy people's love ! 


A POETICAL EpISTLE To LokD KELLY, OCCA- 


SIONED BY HIS MIRACULOUS ESCAPE FROM 
SHIPWRECK, IN THE PASSAGE FROM CALAI1S 
To DoveR, DURING THE GREAT STORM IN 
NOVEMBER 1775. 


« Illi Robur et æs triplex 
Circa PEcr us erat, qui fragilem truci 


Commiſit Pelago ratem 
Qui ſiccis occulis MONSTRA NATANTIA 
W vidit MARE TUR CDU!“ 
| HorAT. Op. 3— 


ARK was the day, the wind rag'd high, 
Black roll'd the clouds athwart the iky, 
Sublime was heard the thunder's roar, 
Re-echoing from ſhore to ſhore: 
The rain in floods the foreſt bath'd, 
The tow'ring oaks the lightning ſcath'd, 
While ſpectres dire of horrid form | 
Clung to the wild wings of the ſtorm. 
Such was the time when KELLY's Lord 
The Calais Pacquet ſtepp'd aboard; 
The Peer diſplay'd a fluſh of face, 
That might a Paris Ducheſs grace, 
Emboſom'd deep in ev'ry dimple, 
There fiery gleam'd a purple pimple, 
Like ſummer cloud that light'ning vomits, 
Or ſkies at night that blaze with comets ; 


Curious 
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Curious with carbuncle and ruby, 
Not like a whey-fac' d milk-ſop booby 
That looks inanimate and filly, 
And languid as a drooping lily: 
No,—the red grape, or damaſk roſe 
Vivid upon his viſage glows; 
His jolly countenance look'd big, 
All elegant with Gallic wig, 
Jo decorate the head of Earl, 
Wig ne'er diſplay'd fo ſweet a curl; 
All other wigs to this muſt truckle, 
And hide in papillotes their buckle ; 
A compoſition rich and rare, 
Pomatum, ſcented powder, hair: 
« A combination and a form” 
Might ſoften rocks, or calm a ftorm ! 
Such was the wig, and ſuch the cur] ;— 
When, lo! the tars the ſails unfurl, 
Light o'er the billows bounds the ſkiff, 
And ſhapes her courſe tow'rds Dover Cliff. 
Mean time the pale blows loud and ſtrong 87 
Mix'd with the ſcreaming Curlew's ſong ; ; 
The ſtorm with ten- fold fury raves, 
And ſwells to tumult all the waves; 
Still thro' the wild, impetuous ſurges, 
All deſperate her way ſhe urges, 
And proudly ſwims a very duck, 
Till on a ſhelving ſand the ſtruck : 
Each paſſenger with terror faints, 
Pale fear each rueful viſage paints, 


'They tremble leſt they find a pillow 
In each obſtrep'rous daſhing billow ; 
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The mind of KeLLY ſpurns at fate, 
Collected all, and all ſedate, 


He bears for bravery the palm, 

All ſtorm without, within all calm. 
Tho' ev'ry hair hangs looſe and lank, 
Or like ſome weeping willow dank; 
Altho' his wig be drench'd with brine, 
He ſcorns ignobly to repine.— 

Such courage charms the powers above, 
So off again the bark they ſhove; 
Green Nereids gayly round her ſport, 
And point the way to Dover's port; 

The drooping crew with ſongs they ſooth, 
And all the ruffled deep they ſmooth; 
The moon reſtrains the ſwelling tides, 
The howling hurricane ſubſides. 

In ancient ſtory thus I've found, 
That no MUSICIAN e'er was drown'd; 
A harp was then, or I miſtake it, 
Much better than the beſt cor A- jactet; 
The Grecian harpers went abroad, 
The lockers well with liquor ſtor'd; 
For harpers ever had a thirſt, 

Since harping was invented- firſt, 
They in the cabbin fat a drinking, 
Till the poor ſhip was almoſt ſinking ; 
Then running nimbly to the poop, 
They gave the ſcaly brood a whoop ; 
And ſudden as they form'd the wiſh, 
For ev ry harper came a fiſh 

Then o'er the briny billows San 


They car'd for drowning not a pudding.— 
M ethinks, 


15 [ 126 ] 
Methinks, my Lord, with cheek of roſe; 
I ſee you mount your bottle noſe ; 
Or firmly holding by a whole fin, 
Ride degage upon your dolphin. 
*T was thus, the TUNEFUL Peer of KELLY 
Eſcap'd ſome whale's enormous belly; 
And ſafe in London, thinks no longer, 
He'll prove a feaſt for ſhark or conger. 


On Tie LADIES FEATHERS, 
Quid vento levius? Pulvis. Quid pulvere ? Pluma 
Quid pluma ? Mulier. Quid muliere ? Nihil. 


Duſt's lighter than the wind—than duſt a feather - 
But woman's lighter than all theſe together, 


T HE ladies have brought in feathers again with 

the winter and the woodcocks. The philo+ 
ſopher's deſcription of an human creature, animal 
bipes implume, * a two-legeed, unfeathered ani- 
mal,” is no longer applicable to our women; and 
the men have nothing to do, in order to felons the 
definition on their part, but to follow Rouſſeau s ſyſ- 
tem, and to walk upon all fours. 

The female ſex ſeem at preſent to wiſh' to be con- 
fidered as a collection of all the birds in the air. 
Some few ſing in a cage; many entertain us with 
their wild notes; and moſt of them give us to un- 
derſtand, that any violence offered to them, is a kind 
of potty offence, not ſo puniſhable as robbing a 
hen-rooſt, 


In complaiſance to the ladies, I have ſometimes 
amuſed myſelf with a the train in which 
they 
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they have appeared deſirous to lead us. When I ſee | 
the black feathers of a widow, I conſider them as { 
emblems of the plumes nodding over the hearſe of her 
late huſband, conſequently as a notice that there is 
room for another; and when I behold the white fea- 
thers on the head of an unmarried lady, I interpret 
them as the triumph of a young innocent on being 
Juſt fledged, or perhaps as an intimation, from ſome 
more knowing fair one, of the deceaſe of her vir- 
ginity, The high top of a ſtately woman of qua- 
lity in the ſide box, has more than once reminded me 
of the peacock, while the ſhauls and varied plumage 
of the Eaſt India directors ladies in the front, have 
brought to iny imagination the idea of Chineſe 
pheaſants and bantams. The female birds of prey 
in other parts of the theatre, with their keen eyes, 
have put me in mind of hawks, eagles and vultures; 
and the more common ſort in the green boxes, I have 
compared to guinea hens: and upon ſeeing prince 
Orlow at the play ſome time ago, while I was in- 
dulging theſe ſpeculations, I could not help thinking 
of his gallant miſtreſs, who is ſaid to have a ſtomach 
capable of digeſting lead and iron, and of courſe re. 
ſembling her to an oſtrich. 

Having ofice fallen into this vein; it is impoſſible 
to go to a rout, or into any numerous aſſembly, 
without converting the feathers of the daughters of 
goſſiping, ſcandal, and chit- chat, into marks of 
euckows, parrots and magpies. When I go to the 
opera, and obſerve the plumes and the performers, 
the Gabrielli—cum ſemiviro comitatu—appears like a 


hightingale ſurrounded by capons, But when 1 * 
i T | 


2 8 .. ——— — — — —— — — * - = 
” 
4 ” 
- A On K _— 2 —— ” 
= — — 


— — — 
% 


1 1281 


to the boxes, I eannot but agree, that if there is one 
woman who is acknowledged to be a good wife, 
a good mother, and a good friend, ſuch a woman 
ought to be conſidered as the bird of paradiſe. 


Bird- ſtreet. ORNIT HOLOGOS, 


OMIAH: An ODE, 


ADDRESSED TO CHARLOTTE HAYES, 


O Venus, regina, Cnidi Paphique, 

Sperne dilectam Cypron, et vocantis 

Thure te multo Glyceræ decoram 
Transfer in ædem. 


Hon. Lib. I. Ode 30. 


EE 
O F ſtateſmeng wiles I ſcorn to fing g 
| Who flatter or betray the king 
Can ſcarce deſerve my praiſe. 


O Venus, thy own bard inſpire, 
In pleaſing notes to wake the lyre 


For buxom CHARLOTTE HAvis. 
II. | 
Nor let Parnaſſian maids be coy, 


My ſtrain is chaſte (though tun'd to joy) 


You oft obey my ſummons : 
— Though CHARLOTTE's girls yield for hire, 
Tis through ambition they aſpire 

To at—like lords and commons 1 


bh. 


Her 


| 
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III. 


| 

Her ſprightly fair ones laugh and fing ; | 
Beſtow love's ſweets, without the ſting, | 
Since by a lucky ſtroke, | 

| 


(APSL—Y will vouch it—if awake) 
Sage H— NN— v, like th' Athenian rake, | 
Hath MERc'Rx's ſtatutes * broke. 1 
Iv. [ 
O CHarLoTTE ! I've a glorious theme, i 
You may get money by my ſcheme, 
Ev'n from the MAcARONIES: 
— Gallini's fops, who trip at balls, 
Shall breaſt the cold air (wrapt in ſhawls) 
+ Aſtride their little ponies, 


V 


Collect your veſtals in a throng, 

Then in proceſſion glide along 
To Jemmy TwirtcaeR's dome: 

— With ſugar'd kiſſes glue his lips, 

And make him ſend out - patriot P- ps f 
To waft Oman home, 


Sweet 


»The Athenians had ſtatues of mercury at the doors of 
their houſes, inade of ſtones of a cubical form, which were 
mutilated and broken in one night by Alcibiades, and his com- 
panions. The reſemblance between him and Mr. H—N— , 
and the reaſon why the reſpectable name of the L=D Ch—c=r 
is introduced, are points of an arduous and delicate nature, 
Every reader will form his own judgment on them, 

+ The faſhionable mode of paying viſits, 

t The preſent L-rdM-16GR-v £.—Some years ago he threat-: 
ened to impeach Lord M-xsF1E - ;—duringa fix weeks —_ 

2 e 
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VI. 

Sweet Emily, with auburn treſſes, 
Will coax him by her ſoft careſſes, 

And Charlotte win the day; 
—Old Jemmy's goatiſh eyes will twinkle ; 
Luſt play bo-peep from every wrinkle, 

—But firſt bribe madam Ray. 


VII. 
Round OmnY queen and virgins gaze, 
— Whilſt he with ST—-L—y's grace diſplays 
His ſplendid * arms and dreſs ; 
Then ſhews the ſteel which bore his weight, 
— For P=—=LLI—R agg him to ſkate 4, 
But B—ks to P! ay at Cheſs. 


he carefully ſtudied Blackſtone's commentaries, and Burn's 
Juſtice of Peace, and undertook to prove in the Houſe of Com- 
mons, that the chief juſtice was a meer ignoramus, both in 
Jaw and navigation. Lord M-L6-vE has ſince loſt his patriot- 


iſm and popularity in the coal pits of Newcaſtle, He is at pre- 


ſent in the ſervice of Lord S-NDw-CH, and expects ſoon to be 
employed in the Dock-yards. His daring voyage to the North 
Pole (lately publiſhed) is full of wonderful diſcoveries ! | 

* Omiah has been preſented with a rich ſuit of armour, to 
enable him to conquer Otaheiie. He is to hold it by charter 
from the Crown, and has promiſed to acknowledge the right 
of taxation, and the ſupremacy of the Britiſh parliament. * 

+ It is ſaid that Dr. S-L—p—x was highly offended, as 
this part of Omiah's education wasnot entruſted to him. The 
Doctor being 2 Swede, was early initiated in the ait of ſkating, 
and claimed this ſlippery peſt as his right. I cannot omit men- 
tioning an anecdote, which evinces Omiah's affection and gra- 
titude to all his preceptors. Commodore P=—LLI—SER wag 
appointed lieutenant general of marines, entirely through O- 
miah's intereſt with Lord S- N -en; his Lordſhip had 
fome thoughts of doing juſtice to Lord Howe s rank and merit; 
but Omi's tears and intreaties at laſt prevailed} 

N | | Around 


1 
4 
. 
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VIII. 


Around him hangs each faithful wife 8; 
He flouriſhes his fork and knife, 

And ſtrokes his well-fed dogs: 
—Talks of the court, and Like pride | | Y 
Where Ladies fit (but never ſtride) ; I 

| On monſtrous prancing hogs þ |! 


IX. 


Pantheon, dom'd, he reats his hut 
In figure like a cocoa nut, 
By art his tutors teach him; 


—Deſcribes our kings of Corks — ſhips, 
But not a word about pilf ring chips, 


—Leſt TwiTCHER ſhould impeach him. 


* Polygamy is allowed; and the ſentence of the eccleſiaſti- 
cal court is final and deciſive at Otaheite. 


+ © As the whole language of an Otaheitan does not ex- 
ceed a thouſand words, he is extremely at a loſs for terms to. 
expreſs the new ideas he has acquired, and objects he has ſeen 
in this country. As theſe ſouthern people have only three qua- 
drupes, the dog, the rat, and the hog, he has no term of de- 
ſeribing a horſe, but by that of a great hog that carries people 
or a cow, by that of a great hog that gives milk.” 

Annual Regiſter for 1774+ 

t Outfau is a great admirer of the Pantheon, and has of- 
ten declared his intention of erecting a ſimilar building at Ota- 
heite.—N. B. He ſtudies architecture under Sir W. Chambers. 

Similar to this, OM1AH diſtinguiſhed himſelf when he was 
intrcduced to Lord Sandwich. He fu ſt pointed to the butler, 
and faid, * he was king of the bottles; that Capt. Four- 
neaux was king of the ſhip,” but Lord Sandwich“ was 
king of all the ſhips.” Genuine account of Oman, from the | 


ual Regiſter for 1774. 
#nuual Reg or 


ir 
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* 


—— 

— 
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Of wondrous fights, Ou1an tells 

Of aſſes—apes—and Sadlers Wells! 
And of our ſmooth ceſtinos ! 

—How he admaia d a maſquerade, 


Was ſometime prentice to the trade 
Of op 'ras—and feſtinos | 


xl. 


Ceprieious beauties —fond to change, 

Will cry, tis ſtrange, tis wond'rous ſtrange,” 
And hug their dear "Onan! 

Of B—pr—d's & ducheſs then he'll raye, 

And promiſe if they*ll crofs the wave, 
A CH—MD—LY,—or Goliah | 


XII. 


But as a bribe ev'n there prevails, 
CHARLOTTE mult fend out ſtore of nails + 
To keep recruits in pay : 
—*Fis not againſt the act to trade 
With Otaheite s beauteous maid; 
Aſk if you will- Sir Grey ! t 


— 


Several members of the Royal Society have perſuaded 


OMIAH, that all the ladies in this country have new teeth 


(like her Grace) at the age of ſeventy.—He will not omit this 
Battertng argument to induce his fair countrywomen to make 
a voyage to England. — He was alſo told, that the amorous 
patfions grew again with their teeth, 
F See Hawkſworth's voyage. 
F Sir Grey Cooper. 
Fer 
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XIII. 


For them might hermits quit the cell, 

— They'll tempt the hero of Pall-mall 
To preſs your ſoft pavillions ! 

Ahe coterie's experienc'd dame 

Will laugh to find the bold GRA 
Entrench'd—behind Cotillions ! 


XIV. 


My lord applauds Omian's ſkill, 
Cuts out departments at his will 

Such genius to employ z 
—Refigns an Iſle +, and Boſton town, 
Joins Otaheite to the Crown, 

And makes Om1'—Vicsrov | 


THE „ FinsT Wi8H or MY HEART”, &c, 


* WAs the wiſh of thy heart to rivet the chain, 
That feſters poor man to the bone; 
Twas the wiſh of thy heart to quicken the pain 
That imbitters his bittereſt groan, 


Thoſe bleſſings which reaſon and freedom enjoy 

| (For freedom and reaſon are one) 

*T was the wiſh of thy heart to enſnare or deſtroy | 
— That wiſh—thank reſiſtance—is gone. | 


And now *tis its wiſh to cajole and deceive, 
To weep and by weeping betray; 

For fools will imagine and courtiers conceive, 
That tears can wipe murder * away, 


Fe D of M—— is deſired to remember Mr. Yorke: 
+ Sullivan's Iſland; key of Charles-town. Gazette. 


Bus 
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But wing'd upon Fire the firſt wiſh of thy heart, 
Long ſince has been known to the ſkies, 

Tho' dabbl'd in blood it was loath to depart, 
And felonious it flags as it flies. 


By E. D——x, Esd. on his Davcnrer's 


BIRTH Day. 


HE twenty-ſecond day of May; 


Is little Fanny's natal day 
Pretty warblers of the wood, 
Quit awhile your callow brood, 
Gayly prune each gaudy wing; 
Each a merry carol bring, 

To commemorate the morn, 
When my little maid was born, 


Come Aurora | bring thy Hours, 


All array'd in May-morn flowers; 
Ev'ry Hour ſhall wear a ſmile, 
Little troubles to beguile; 

Airy phantoms ! lightly tread, 
O'er the cowllip's glittering head, 
O'er the cup of golden hue, 


Fill'd this morn with filver dew, 


By kind nature fill'd for you 
Let each little fairy lip, 

Of the pearly dew-drop ſip, 
Nature pours out all her wealth, 


Drink to her's and Fanny's health z 


She I'm ſure will not refuſe, 


Gratefully thoſe gifts to uſe, 


Oh | 


Pre, EE fund Bd Bod Brad Gd iid Ee 


— 


t 
Oh Innocence ! protect her youth; 
Lead her down the paths of truth, 
Culling ſweets from every flower, 
Truth has twin'd round virtue's bower, 
There to dwell with ſweet content, 
Virtue's conſtant reſident. Y 
s Sweets too redolent will cloy ; q 
Prudence mildly tempers joy 
Thorns may grow tho' ſweets are near; 1 
Pity oft' will have her tear; ; 
Tears will ſtart howe'er confin'd, | 
From a feeling generous mind. 
Idleneſs for ever meets 
Bitter, in its cup of ſweets; 
Let her not recline her head, 


Long on Pleaſure's roſy bed, 5 
Pleaſure does itſelf deſtroy, 5 


7 n . 
- — e 


Be improvement then her toy, 
$ Doing right her greateſt joy. 
LMindful of her parent's nod, 
And her duty to her God ; 
Tell her „ to the good and wile, 
«© Every place is paradiſe ; 
& Every month to them is May, 
* And a birth-day every day.“ 
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ON BREAKING a CHINA QUART Muc BELONG- 
ING TO THE SOCIETY oF LINCOLN CoLlLEGE, 


OxFroRD. By AN UNDER GRADUATE. 


| 


0 E. 
Amphora non mervit tam pretioſa mori. 
I. 


HENE'E R the cruel hand of death 
Untimely ftops a fav'rite's breath, 
Muſes in plaintive numbers tell 
How lov'd he liv'd—how mourn'd he fell, 
CATULLUS *wail'd his ſparrow's fate, | 
And GRAx immortaliz'd his cat. 
Thrice tuneful bards ! could I but chime fo clever, 


wy Quart, my honeſt Quart, ſhould liye for ever, 


| IT. 
How weak is all a mortal's pow'r, 
T'avert the death-deygted hour 
Nor can a ſhape or beauty fave 
From the ſure conqueſt of the grave. 
In vain the butler's choiceſt care, 
The maſter's wiſh, the burſer's pray r 1 


For when life's lengthen' d ta its longeſt ſpan, 
China itſelf muſt fall, as well as man. 


III. 


Can I forget how oft' my Quart 

Has ſooth'd my care and warm'd my heart ? 
When barley lent its balmy aid, 

And all its liquid charms diſplay'd ! 

When orange and the nut-brown toaſt 
Swam mantling round the ſpicey coaſt ! 


The | 


he 


. 
« 


| 


\ 
7 
: 
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The pleaſing depth I view'd with ſparkling eyes, 
Nor envy'd. Jove the nectar of the ſkies, 


IV. 


The ſide-board, on that fatal day, 

When you in glitt'ring ruins lay, 

Mourn'd at thy loſs—in guggling tone, 

Decanters poured out their moan— 

A dimneſs hung on ev'ry glaſs — 

Joe * wonder'd what the matter was 
Corks ſelf-· contracted free'd the frantic beer, 
And ſympathizing tankards dropt a tear. 

4 

Where are the flow'ry wreaths that bound 

In roſy rings thy chaplets round ? 

The azure ſtars whoſe glitt'ring rays 

Promis'd a happier length of days 

The trees that on thy border grew, 

And bloſſom'd with eternal blue 
Trees, ſtars and flow'rs are ſcatter'd on the floor, 
And all thy brittle beauties are no more, 

VI. 

Hadſt thou been form*d-of coarſer earth, 

Had NoTTINGHAM but giv'n thee birth 

Or had thy variegated ſide 

Of Srarrokp's fable hue been dy'd, 

Fhy ſtately fabric had been ſound, 

Thoꝰ tables tumbl'd on the ground. 
The fineſt mould the ſooneſt will decay; 
Hear this, ye fair, for you yourſelves are clay ! 


* The College Butler. 
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SONNET. By Ma. GARRICK, 


DUST 1, Clorinda, ever court ? 


Why all theſe pains your flame to ſmother ? | 
Or is it that 'm made your ſport 


To recommend you to another ? 
Whate'er the cauſe, of this be ſure, 


Love's keeneſt ſhaft has touch'd my heart; 
Nor will the wound admit of cure, 


Until we're either friends or—part, 


ADDRESSED TO MRS. RN. 


HE ſeaman, from winds and the rage of 
wild ſeas, 


Each harbour will bleſs where he anchors at eaſe ; 

Yet with fonder regard will he eye the wiſh'd ſtrand, 

Where his veſſel is deſtin'd, and cargo muſt land, 

So I, deareſt Betſey, on life's ocean toſt, 

When I cannot keep ſea, veer about for the coaſt, 

And praiſe ev'ry haven where ſhelter is found ; 

But you are the port where my wiſhes are bound. 

Thoſe wiſhes accept; and abhor'd may I be 

If I cer fram'd a wiſh that meant evil to thee. 
Abroad flies the ſoul, for the ſoul oft' will roam, 

But wearied, ſweet Betſey, ſeeks thee as its home. 

O yield it abode ! and believe it, my fair, 

Of this breaſt art thou tenant, none elſe harbour there; 

There, bloſſom of beauty, thy dear image dwells, 


Throbs hard the keen pulſe, and the ſigh ever ſwells, 
| Gives 
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Gives a tide to the current that bathes the warm heart, 
And grown to the ſoul is become ev'n a part. 


O yield it abode ! bow ye monks and be bleſt, 


The heaven I crave is a place in her breaſt ! 

And ſay, breathes a monk would in ſecret reprove, 

The devotion that's paid at the altar of love 
Beſhrew the cold Being, whom rigid and fell, 

Nature forms a recluſe, ard devotes to a cell; 

Let him melt o'er his reliques, at beauty congeal, 

And faints praiſe his apathy, idiots his zeal : 

With love in my heart, and with thee in my eye, 

What zeal can divinity equal ſupply ? 


W. PIERCE. 


INVOCATION To POVERTY. 


By THE Hon. CHARLES Fox. 


O H! Poverty ! of pale, conſumptive hue, 


If thou delight'ſt to haunt me ſtill in view; 


If ſtill thy preſence muſt my ſteps attend, 


At leaſt continue, as thou art my friend [ 
When Scotch example bids me be unjuſt, 

Falſe to my word,—or faithleſs to my truſt, 
Bid me the baneful error quickly ſee, 

And ſhun the world, to find repoſe with thee ; 
When vice to wealth wou'd turn my partial eye, 
Or int'reſt ſhut my ear to ſorrow's cry, 

Or courtier's cuſtom wou'd my reaſon bend, 
My foe to flatter, or deſert my friend 
Oppoſe, kind Poverty, thy temper'd ſhield, 
And bear me off unyanquiſh'd from the field. 


If 
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If giddy fortune e er return again, 
With all her idle—reftleſs, wanton train, 
Her magic glaſs ſhou'd falſe ambition hold, 
Or av'rice bid me put my truſt in gold, 
To my relief, thou virtuous goddefs haſte, 
And with thee bring thy daughters ever chaſte, 
Health Liberty land Wiſdom! ſiſters bright 
Whoſe charms can make the worſt condition light 
Beneath the hardeſt fate the mind can chear, 
Can heal affliction - and diſarm deſpair ! 
In chains, in torments, pleaſure can bequeath, 
And dreſs in ſmiles, the tyrant hour of death! 


ParRoDY ON THE FRAGMENT OF SAPPHO TO 
LISA; THE ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF | 
WHICH BEGINS THUS, ** BLEST AS THE IM- 
MORTAL Gops 1s RE.“ 


Ou «a SCOELB 


I. 


URST as the evil one is he, 

Th' unhappy wretch who's tied to thee 
Who fees and hears thee wildly rage, 
Whilſt nought thy fury can aſſuage. 


H. 
"Tis this deprives. my ſoul of: reſt, 
This raiſes: horrors: in my breaſt; 
For whilſt I hear, in anguiſh. toſt, 
My courage fails, my voice is loſt. 
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III. 
My hair's erect, and chilling dread, 
O'er all my vital frame is ſpread; 
My ſcared eye - balls ſhun the ſight, 
Deaf are my ears with dire affright. 


IV. 


My trembling limbs cold ſweats bedew, 
Terrific fears my blood ſubdue 
Dreading at laſt, a longer ſtay, 


I riſe, take breath, —and run away. 


MADNESS. A POE M. 


I. 


WELL the clarion, ſweep the ſtring, 
Blow into rage the muſe's fires ! 
All thy anſwers, eccho, bring, 


Let wood and dale, let rock and valley ring, 
*Tis madneſs ſelf inſpires. 


II. 
Hail, awful madneſs, hail ! 
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail, 
Far as the voyager ſpreads his *ventrous fail. 
Nor beſt nor wiſeſt are exempt from thee z 
Folly—folly's only free. 


II. 


Hark — To the aſtoniſh'd ear 

The gale conveys a ſtrange tumultuous ſound. 
| They now approach, they now appear,— 

: Phrenzy leads her chorus near, 


i And dæmons dance around. 


Pride 


— —— m 
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IV. 
Pride—arbition idly vain, 
Revenge, and malice ſwell her train. 
Devotion warp'd—affeRion croſt— 
Hope in diſappointment loſt— 
And injured merit with a downcaſt eye, 


(Hurt by neglect) flow talking heedleſs by. 


V. 
Loud the ſhouts of madneſs riſe, 
Various voices, various cries.— L 
Mirth unmeaning—cauſeleſs moans; 


Burſts of laughter —heart- felt groans 
All ſcem to pierce the ſkies.— | 


VI. 
Rough as the wintry wave, that roars 
On Thule's deſart ſhores, 
Wild raving to the unfeeling air, 
The fetter'd Maniac foams along, | 
(Rage the burthen of his jarring ſong) | 


In rage he grinds his teeth, and rends his ſtreaming 


hair, 
| vn. 
No pleaſing memory left forgotten quite 
All former ſcenes of dear delight, 
Connubial love parental joy 
No ſympathies like theſe his ſoul employ, 
hut all is dark within, all furious black deſpair. 


1-- | 
Not fo the love-lorn maid, ö 
By too much tenderneſs betrayed; 


— —— a 5 7³¹w˙-˙ 7m :ůͤ)̃ũ mn ⅛ͤld 8 
— —— — - 


| 
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| 


Her 


er 


| 
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Her gentle breaſt no angry paſſion fires, 

But lighted vows poſſeſs, and fainting, ſoft deſi ires, 
She yet retains her wonted flame, 


All but in reaſon, ſtill the ſame. 


Streaming eyes, 
Inceſſant ſighs, 
Dim haggard looks, and clouded o'er with care; 
Point out to pity's tears, the poor diſtracted Fair. 
Dead to the world—her fondeſt wiſhes croſt, 
She mourns herſelf thus early loſt. _—— 


Now, ſadly gay, of ſorrows paſtime ſings, 
Now, penſive, ruminates unutterable things. 
She ftarts—ſhe flies—who dares ſo rude 

On her ſequeſter'd ſteps intrude ? 


Tis he,—the Momus of the flighty train 
Merry miſchief fills his brain. 
Blanket rob'd, and antic crown'd, 
The mimic monarch ſkips around ; 
Big with conceit of dignity he ſmiles, 
And plots his frolics quaint, and unſuſpected wiles.— 


Laughter was there—but mark that groan, 
Drawn from the inmoſt ſoul ! 


& Give the knife, dzmons or the poiſoned bowl, 


& To finiſh miſeries equal to your — 


Who's this wretch, with horror wild. 
w_ Tis Devotion's ruin'd child. 

Sunk in the emphaſis of grief, 

Nor can he feel, nor dares he aſk relief. 


Thou, fair Religion waſt deſign'd, 


188 daughter of the ſkies) 
o warm and chear the human mind, 


To make men happy, good, aud wie. 
X 


Te 
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To point, where ſits in love arrayed, 
Attentive to each ſuppliant call, 
The God of univerſal aid, 
The God, the Father of us all. 


Firſt ſhewn by thee, thus glow'd the gracious ſcene, 
Till Superſtition, fiend of woe, 
Bade doubts to riſe, and tears to flow, 

And ſpread deep ſhades our view and heaven between. 


Drawn by her pencil the Creator ſtands, 

(His beams of mercy thrown aſide) 

With thunder arming his uplifted hands, 

And hurling vengeance wide. 

Hope, at the frown aghaſt, yet ling'ring, flies, 

And daſh'd on terror's rocks, faith's beſt depend- 
ence lies. 


But ah! too thick they croud - too cloſe they throng, 
Objects of pity and affright!— 

Spare farther the deſcriptive ſong 
Nature ſhudders. at the ſight. — 


Protract not, curious ears, the mournful tale, 
But o'er the hapleſs group low drop compaſſion's veil, 


THE SAILORs ADDRESS. 


To the Tune of Hearts of Oak. 
I 
$ OM E liſten my cocks, to a brother and friend, 
One and all to my ſong, gallant ſailors attend; 


Sons of freedom ourſelves, let's be juſt as we're brave, 
Nor America's kreedvty attempt to enllave. 


Chor us, 


1. 
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Chorus, 
Firm as oak are our hearts, when true glory depends, 
Steady boys, ſteady, 
We will always be ready, 


To fight all our foes, not to murder our friends. 


II. 


True glory can ne'er in this quarrel be won, 
If New England we conquer, Old England's undone; 
On our brethren then why attempt to fix chains ? 


For the blood of Great Britain lows warm in their 


veins, 


Chorus. - 
Firm as oak, &c. 


III. 
Shall courtiers fine ſpeeches prevail to divide, 


Our affections from thoſe who have fought by our ſide; 


And who often have join'd us to fink in the main, 
The proud-boaſting navies of France and of "pain ? 


Chorus, 
Firm as oak, &c, 
IV. 
For that AD——TY Lᷣ— D Jeumy TWIiTCHER, 
who cares 

Let him practice his catches, impoſe on his peers ; 
The time is at hand, his own doctrine to teach, 
By woeful experience, what tis for to peach. 

Chorus, 


Firm as oak, &c. 
V. f 
Near relations of ſome who at court now do thrive, 
The Pretender did join in the. year forty - five; 
5 r And 


mT IS 
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And many in favour, diſguiſed with high names, 
While they roar out for GEORGE, in their hearts are 
for JAMES, 
Chorus, 
Firm as cak, &c. 
VI. 
Of ſuch men as theſe, let us ſcorn to be tools, 
Dirty work to perform; do they take us for fools ? 
Brave ſailors know better, than thus to be bamm'd, 


Let em turn out themſelves, lads, and fight and 
be d d. 


Chorus. 
Firm as oak, &c, 


VII. 


To the ground may diſpute, with our Colonies fall, 

And Goc long in ſplendourreign king of us all; 

And may thoſe who would ſet the two lands by 
the ears, 

Be put in the bilboes, and brought to the] Jeers, 


Chorus. 
Firm as oak, &c. 


AN EXTEMPORE 


EricRamMaTic QuesTion: To WHICH AN 
ANSWER Is DESIRED. 


HEN GeorGt ſhall oder America ſucceed, 
Wont Groot then be a—merry—k—— 
indeed? 

By Q: in the corner. 


ODE 
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Opt rox His MajesTyY's BIRTH-DAY ; WRITTEN 
BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESG. PoeT LAu- 
REAT, AND PERFORMED AT ST. JAMES'S ON 
THE 4th or June, 1776, BY His MAJESTY'S 
BAND oF Mus1C1ans. 


* E weſtern gales, whoſe genial breath 
Unbinds the glebe, *till all beneath 
One verdant livery wears : 
You ſooth the ſultry heats of noon, 
Add ſoftneſs to the ſetting ſun, 
And dry the morning's tears. 


This is your ſeaſon, lovely gales, 


Thro' Ether now your power prevails ; 

And our dilated breaſts ſhall own 

The joys which flow from you alone. 

I Why, therefore, in yon dubious ſky, 

With out- ſpread wing, and eager eye 
On diſtant ſcenes intent, 

c Sits expectation in the air. 

Why do alternate hope and fear 
Suſpend ſome great event? 


Can Britain fail ?—the thought were vain! 
The powerful empreſs of the main 

But ſtrives to ſmooth th'unruly flood 

And dreads a conqueſt ſtain'd with Blood. 


While yet, ye winds, your breezy balm 
Thro' nature ſpreads a general calm, 
While yet a pauſe fell diſcord knows; 
Catch the ſoft moment of repoſe, - 
7 Your 
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Your genuine powers exert; 

To pity melt th' obdurate mind, 
Teach every boſom to be kind, 

And humanize the heart! 
Propitious gales, O wing your way! 
And whilft we hail that rightful ſway 

Whence temper'd freedom prings, 
The bliſs we feel to future times 
Extend, and from your native climes 

Bring peace upon your wings 


A BALLAD, WRITTEN, OR RATHER SPOKEN, BY 
A GENTLEMAN, AT COMING INTO A COFFEE- 
Hos, FROM THE ABOVE MUSICAL ENTER- 
TAINMENT. | 


AY no more of the breezes—ſome wine and to- 
bacco, 
A plague on his weſt, tis an arrant * ſfirocco 
As | live the damn'd poet has brought 'em together, 
To warble of winds and to /ing of the weather, 


Then he talk'd, filly fellow, of tumult and war, 
And he ſet expectation aloft in the air, 
Like a witch on her broom looking out of the north, 
To ſee if the ſtorm ſhe had rais'd was gone forth. 


Time was, that a Jaureat ſweetly would ſing 
Of the virtue, or valqur, or wit of the king. 
That time is no more, and we now cannot hear, 
Any praiſe of our monarch once in a year. 5 


* A peſtilential ſouth-weſt wind, 
© A ſouth-weſt blow on ye 
And blifter you all d'er 
Caliban, Tempeſt, SeR, IV. 


But 
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But has he forgot it, or has he not known, 
What his queen to the world of her bounty hath 
ſhown ? 
And how the great folk went to ſee it, and kiſs it ? 
What an op'ning there was, zounds how could he 
miſs it ! 


lg 9 - As A * 


Here's his majeſty's health; if his courſe he can 
keep, he'll 
Be father, as well as be king of his people: 
For he ſhall beget him a nation of princes, 


When this ſhall be ſlain, to ſubdue his provinces, 


4 
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Here's health to the king; to his queen more of 
her dues; 
To his poet more wit to diſplay his beſt virtues ; 
To his council more wiſdom (may heav'n ſoon ſend it) 
And freedom to thoſe who have hearts to defend it, 


- 
8 — gt ogy os 


ODE, wWRAIT TEN AT HOLLAND Housx, SEP 
TEMBER, 1776. 


O F T to theſe walls the pilgrim grey, 
With labour'd travel worn; 
Has haſten'd at the parting day, 
And ſhelter'd till the morn, 


The poor way farer, diſtant bound, 
Pacing the frequent-haunted ground, 

His feeble limbs leſs toil'd wou'd find, 
Refreſh'd, he'd ſlumber thro the night, 
With pray'rs, depart at early light, 

Yet—leave his ſoul behind. 
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No longer ecchoes round the hall; 

The ſtrange romantic tale; 
Nor mirth provokes, nor triping ball, 

The laugh o'er nut-brown ale. 

Hope droops ! whilft o'er each gothic roomy 
Pale melancholy ſpreads a gloom, 

And pity mourns the ruiyd ſeat 
Old hoſpitality is fled, 

And northern FAMINE in his ftead, 

Here, fixes her retreat. 

Back fly reflection truth ſevere | 

Let fancy for a while, | 
To * PemBRoOKE lend a ſcorfful ſneer, 

To* WiNnNninGTON a ſmile. | 
Behold ! the marble + buſts turn pale, 

At red'ning } LENox's ſad wail ! 

The & FAU no more his pipe {hall play z 
And ſee | the | EacLe's anger'd eye, 
Reproach the hungry paſſing by, 

That robb'd him of his prey ! 
Soft ſheds the moon her tranquil beam, 

* * Where ſtill the Richuo ps live, 
Converſipg lo | the DicBys ſeem, 

The tons of honour grieve ! — 


The buſts of Lord Pembroke and Mr. Winnington, the 


miniſter, in the parlour z remarkable for ſuch countenances. 
+ The white buſts in the hall, 


A buſt of one of the dukes of Richmond of a ruddy 
complexion. 

$ A figure of a piping Faun : his inſtrument is broke. 

The bird held by a Ganymede to the Eagle, was deſtroy- 
ed by the ſervants of the preſent tenant : this figure is cora< 
panion to the Faun; and ſtands in the hall. | | 

* * The painting gallery, adorned with the portraits of the 
families of the Lenox's, Digby's, and Fox's. 


Sure, 
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Sure, ſounds of ſad lament ariſe ! 

Peace !—'twas alone my echoed fighs, 
What deep diſtreſs & that aſpe& wears! — 

That eye which once outfhone the day | 

With frowns like mine, bright form] array | 

Mine, will I hide in tears. 


Ove, apprtsstD To GENERAL LEE, writs 


TEN IN SEPTEMBER, 1776. 
— 
* zquor fanguine punico, Hon. 


| T O Lee I tune the heart-felt Jays, 
The ſouthern. beauties ſing his praiſe, 
Joy fluſhes every charm: 
No more the throbbing matron fears, 
No more the ſoft-ey'd virgin's tears, 
| Flow at each dire alarm, 


IL 


Midft chiefs and ſages nobly plac'd, 
| By Freedom's hand with laurels grac 'd, 
I TimoLEon-like aſpire; 
Thy genius may their councils ſtamp 
The dulleſt peaſant in the camp, 
Thy ſpirit lend a fire 


{ 
: 
* 
4 


* The mother of the preſent duke of Richmond, portrayed 


in widow's weeds. _ 

+ This generous Greek conſented to the death of his Bro- 
thers, who had treacherouſly uſurped the government of Co- 
tinth.— He afterwards delivered Syracuſe from the tyranny of 
Diony ſius, and eſtabliſhed its freedom. Vid. PVUTrAN en. 

Tunoleon glories in his brother 's blood. AKENSIDE-.. . - 


Y | Yankeys 
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III. 
Yankeys (tho' cowards) ply their guns, 


And not a man the combat ſhuns 

For PARKER's ſmoke and racket ; 
At length the bold Sir PETER droops, 
Since vain his wiſh to float the troops 

With bladders, and cork-jacket. 


IV. 
Tis LEE who points the vengeful fire, 
Britannia's ſhatter d ſhips retire, ; 
Yon boaſting hero flinches ; : 
See in deſpair he drops his ſword; 
For who could paſs th' inſidious ford 1 
Which ſwell'd to feet — from inches ? | 


y* 


V. * 
Negroes ſhall weep—(our good allies) | 
And with their Dunmors ſympathiſe 5 


For all theſe ſad diſaſters: 


— They hop'd to dance round Charles-town flame, 
And purchaſe liberty with fame, 
By murdering of their maſters. 


VI, 


Your + Britiſh knives ye Indians tain, 
Stab pregnant wives (to pleaſe G——) 


. 0 Gazette, ; 2 

The Birmingham addreſſers have obtained a contra to 
ſupply the Indians with twenty thouſand ſcalping and ſtabbing 
knives of a new conſtruction, invented by ſignor BI, ſe- 
2 to the Royal Academy. 
And 


precipitate retreat,” Boſton Gazette, 


1 
And ſlay each traitor's bab by: 
— With bleeding “ ſcalps ye biſhops come, 
(Whilſt mitred Os xA beats the drum) 
To hang them in the Abbey, 


VII. 


Our generals ſhew their martial ſkill ; 
— [I hey made a fight at Bunker's-hill ; 
From Boſton ſneak'd away ; , 
Our admirals too have gain'd renown 
By burning many a fiſhing town, 
Not in 4 Nantaſket Bay. 


* Lord Dunmore only waits at New York till general Bur- 
goyne croſſes the lakes, and delivers him the ſcalps of the pri- 
ſoners maſſacred at the Cedars.-A commiſſion has paſſed the 
Great Seal, empowering his lordſhip to receive them.— He is 
then to return home, and take his ſeat as one of the ſixteen 
peers ; and will certainly receive the thanks of both houſes for 
his diſtinguiſhed conduct and bravery, in the ſervice of his 
king and country.—The rebel ſcalps (hæc ſpolia opima) are to 
be conſecrated and hung up with great ſolemnity in Weſtmin- 
ſter-abbey, on the zoth of January.— The biſhop of Oſna- 
burg has learnt to beat the drum, in order to attend the reve- 
rend bench, and to officiate in the proceſſion with becoming 
grace and dignity. EY 

Lord Holderneffe modeſtly intimated ſome apprehenſions, 
that his highneſs's morals might be corrupted whilſt he remain- 
ed under the tuition of a drummer of the guards. The bi- 
ſhop complained of this to the prince of Wales, and lord Hol- 
derneſſe was obliged to reſign. 

+ * The commodore Bankes (in Nantaſket road) bore 
our fire, and returned it with great ſpirit, till a ſhot pierced 
the upper works of his ſhip, when he immediately unmoored, 
cut his cables, and got under fail, with the whole fleet, con- 
ſiting of eight ſhips, two ſnows, and one brig. In ſhort, the 


enemy were compelled once more to make a diſgraceful and 


Y 2 When 
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VIII. 
When S—ND—cH hangs in ſatire's chains, 


And S—-CcK—LLE's ghoſt haunts * Minden plains, 
When hiſtory has damn'd em: | 

The muſe ſhall conſecrate thy name, 

And give LEE to immortal fame, 
With WASHINGTON and HAMPDEN. 


Tux STATESMAN ; AN IRREGULAR OpR. 
UTE loves arbitrary rule, 


B A rule which plays the devil ; 
NoRTa, tho' his firſt and fav'rite tool's 
A ſecondary evil. 


GERMAINE t' atone for former crimes, 


Roars out for blood and ſlaughter ;_ 
And whilft on theſe he rings the chimes, 
Ne'er thinks of an hereafter. 


Ricsy and WeyMoUTH, with French claret, 
Join in the chorus, Let us war it, 


„ Tho' Britain be undone !” 
Whilſt JemMnmy Twirtcae cries huzzai ! 
Then ſings a catch, or mumbles Wx, 
Or maudlin beats his drum. 


 JenkinsoN creeps a go-between, 
A ſhifter of each cab'net ſcene, 
A puppet mov'd by wire; 
A running footman to the thane, 
To do all jobbs—or foul, or clean— 


An ev'ry thing for hire, 


2 And haunt the places where their honour died. PoPE. 


* 


Fain 


1 


1 1551 


Fain would I Sorrork's name rehearſe, 

SUFFOLK once ſung in patriot verſe, 

But here my muſe muſt end; 

For Dec1vs like, thoſe paltry views, 

Which kings to ſpecious patriots uſe, 
Bid him call BuTE his friend. Et 


In law, one JEFFERIES rules alone, 
For B „on his woolpack throne, 


Is mockery and pretence z 
JerFERIEs, who gives his ſenſe for law, 
Then whip—behold he finds a flaw, 


| And gives his law for ſenſe. 


» To theſe are join'd ſome leſſer hacks, 
A kind of chorus to the packs, 
J. Whoſe bus'neſs 'tis to rattle; 


Day puffers at Great Britain's ſale, 
Who now will praiſe, or now will rail, 


Or at the levee prattle. 


4 » 


Protect us mighty Providence ! 

What would theſe madmen have ? 

Firſt they would rob us of our pence, 

Deceive us without common ſenſe, | 
And without power enſlave. 1 


Shall free- born men, in humble awe, 
Submit then to this ſhame ? 
Who from conſent and cuſtom draw, 3 

| The ſame right to be rul'd by law, | 

* * kings pretend to reign. | 


from the ſtage, 
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CONY ERSATION. 


(SCENE THE THEATRE.) 


(Ma. GARRICK IN THE CHARACTER or HAu- 
LET, AND THE TWO GRAVE-DIGGERS,) 


iſt Grave- > hae you have thruſt us out of 


DIGGER, your play, Sir, be ſo good to ſay 
where you would have us diſpoſe of our tools, and 
what we ſhould put our hands to next. 


2d Ditto. Ay, and what we ſhould do with the 
ready-made grave—There it is—TI know you don't 
like to have property lie dead, and I'm afiaid no man 
living will take it off your hands. 


GARR, Truly, gentlemen, that is a conſidera- 
tion; *tis a pity mens labour ſhould be loſt ; ſuppoſe 
you ſtept into it yourſelves 

1ſt Gx. D. In good faith I have work'd ſo long 
for the dead, that 1 am ſcarce company for the living. 

2d Ditto. Twenty and five years have I knockt 
Yorick's ſcull about this floor, and never thought 
any other ſcull would take up the quarrel : under fa- 
vour, why did you leave us out of your play ? 

GaARR. Becauſe the age does not like to be re- 
minded of mortality; 'tis an unſeemly ſight, and 


very diſguſtful to a well-bred company. 


iſt GR. D. It won't be amiſs, however, to keep 
the grave open; *twill ſtand in place of a theatrical 
fund, and be a laſting proviſion for actors retiring 


2d 


1 


1 


0 


4h 
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24 Ditto. Or for a poet retiring from damnation ; 
% will take him in and his works too. 

GARR. Yes, but thoſe curs, the critics, will be 
ſcratching 'em up *. 

1ſt GR. D. Hang em, mongrils, they'll only 
bark upon his grave; they're no ſtaunch terriers ; 
they'll not lie at an earth. 

_ 2d Ditto. Somebody elſe will draw them off ; 
yourſelf as likely as another; a living author is their 
game. 

GARR. Marry, they do not ſeem to have much 
dealings with the dead ones. If one was bent on 
moralizing now, I cou'd point out a hundred better 
tenants for that grave than any you have nam'd. 


iſt GR. D. As how, good Sir? we ſhall be glad 


to ſee our work come into uſe, | 
GaRR. In the fuſt place I wou'd bury envy. 
1ſt GR. D. Ah ! Sir, it is not deep enough. 
GARR. Ambition 
2d GR. D. Lackaday, it is not wide enough. 
GARR. Gaming — villains with maſques, and 
profligates without them; coteries of women out wn 
character, and clubs of children out of ſchool ; 
bles that deſert their country-houſes, and aids 
that drive to them ; all that is rotten in the city, or 


corrupt at St. James's ; the bulls of Jonathan's, and 
the black-legs of Newmarket, 


1ſt Gr. D. Bleſs you, what a throng |! the Pan- 
theon wou'd not hold them. 


Garr. The men J grant you could not be bodily 
depoſited ſix feet by three, but virtually they might 


be buried in a hut-ſhell — But hark, what noiſe is 
this 


— * 
* ba 9 _— 
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this under ground? Mercy be good unto us Who 
is this? 

(The ſpirit of SHAKESPEAR ariſes} 
Angels and miniſters of grace 


DHAKESPEAR, 
Proceed; 
And let my organs ſpiritually feed 
From thoſe harmonious lips, whoſe quick'ning 
breath 

So oft hath chear'd me in the arms of death; 
And now by potency of magic ſound 
Calls up my ſpirit from the deep profound ; 
Speak to thy Shakeſpear —— 


GARk RICE. 

Hail, much honour'd name! 
Friend of my life and father of my fame: 
If whilſt I draw each weed, that idly creeps 
Around the tomb, where thy lov'd Hamlet fleeps, 
Incautiouſly I have forgot to ſpare 
Some flower, which thy full hand had ſcatter'd there, 
Impute it not— 

SHAKESPEAR, 


Freely correct my page: 
I wrote to pleaſe a rude unpoliſh'd age; 
Thou, happy Man, art fated to diſplay 
Thy dazling talents in a brighter day ; 
Let me partake this night's applauſe with thee, 
And thou ſhalt ſhare immortal fame with me. 


